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Assessment 


Author's Notes: 
Hey This is the start of my new one. Hope you guys like it. The first chapter is slow | know, but necessary. 


ASSESSMENT 


It was impossible to get an interview out of Guns N Roses as a whole. They were the most disorganized bunch 
| had ever seen. If they did all happen to make it to the same place at the same time someone would always 
bee too drunk or high to participate. | tried for a month to get them together for an interview. All attempts 
failed to yield all five members. My boss at Rolling Stone finally came to me and told me | was going out on 


the road with them until | got the interview. NO MATTER HOW LONG IT TOOK. 


This was not something | was looking forward to. | wasn't really fond of being around rock stars. Most of them 
were spoiled brats who were used to not hearing the word no. They were overindulgent. They were overly 
flirty. They were rude when they didn't get their way. My husband was really going to hate me going on this 


assignment. 


To make matters even worse, Guns N Roses were opening for Motley Crue. Motley Crue called themselves, the 
‘original bad boys of rock’. They were appropriately named. They were the rudest, sleaziest, most drugged out 
band there was. Their leader was, hands down, Nikki Sixx, the devil himself. If anyone said anything about the 
Crue that wasn't to Nikki's liking, he would just deck them. Tommy was always right under his feet like some 
devoted little cheerleader. I'm not looking forward to the displeasure of any run in's with them. 


| had been transferred from my department in editing. The opportunity o actually write appealed to me. | had 
gone to college to be a writer. My dream was to write the all American novel. Unfortunately, in order to be 


able to do this | had to do grunt work first. 


So far, | wasn't overly fond with any of the bands members. Axl was odd, to say the least. He had a 
philosophical mind, but was so sarcastic all the time. He was like some jaded princess always complaining about 
injustice done to him. He was definatly the bands leader. He used fits of rage to dominate over the others. 


They all acted terrified of him. 


Slash was nice enough. However he was always so drunk or high that it was hard to get a sentence out of him 
that made any sense. No matter what state he was in, he could still play the hell out of a guitar. He had eyes, 
but no one ever saw them for the wild bushy hair. He was soft spoken, but not by any means did that mean 
he was shy. 


If you could catch Duff sober he was probably the sweetest of them all. He came from a family of like a 
gazillion, so he definately knew how to deal with people. Even twisted sideways he seemed to care more about 


others than he did himself. Duff kept the balance between his band members. 


Steven was bubbly and like a little kid or a puppy. He was usually always smiling happily. If he wasn't smiling it 
meant he was smacked out. When Steven was on heroin he was useless. He couldn't talk straight or make 


sense. He would stumble and fall. If he tried to play his drum sticks would tumble and fly from his hands. 


Then there was Izzy. | couldn't even Tell you a single thing about Izzy. I've never even met him. He was always 
mysteriously absent. Izzy was like some unicorn A fabled mystic creature you can never find. | had heard that 
Izzy was quiet and didn’t like interviews. | also knew that he too, like Slash and Steven, was a drug addict. So my 


expectations, if | ever got to meet him, weren't high. 


So yeah, | wasn't looking forward to my alarm waking me up the next morning at 8 am. | got up, kissed my 


husband on the cheek, grabbed my suitcases and left the house. | would give anything to get out of this. 


Welcome To My Jungle 


WELCOME TO MY JUNGLE 


When | finally meet up with the band their management tells me that I'm actually going to be riding on the 
tour bus with the guys. | had been praying to only be with the crew. | didn't want to witness the debacherous 
nature of rock stars first hand. | didn't wish to be around drugs, alcohol, or sluts. But this is my job, | attempt 
to remind myself. 


| step onto the bus and find that only one on it is Axl. He tries to be friendly to me | suppose. He directs me 
to my bunk and shows me where to put my things. Unfortunately my bunk is the top bunk. Note to self..no 
skirts. God, five guys sleeping all around me. God my husband would hate this. 


Soon Slash and Steven board the bus. They welcome me and take a seat. Slash pulls out a bottle of Jack and 
the two of them start to drink. Steven is telling lame jokes to Slash, Slash doesn't even seem to be 


acknowledging Steven, but Steven carries on anyway. 


| take a seat as Duff is boarding. He greet me warmly and asks if | need any help settle in. Awfully nice of him. 
| tell him | have everything under control. He takes a seat and grabs his bass and starts plucking at it 
unplugged in his lap. 


| glance out the window of the bus. | can see Izzy. Hes talking with some guy. Izzy is cloaked in leather and a 
hat with shades on. | watch as he takes a crumpled up paper bag with unknown contents. He shoves it inside 
his jacket and makes his way to the bus. He boards it. He walks right past me and doesn't even seem to notice 
me. He goes to the back lounge and shuts the door. 


There is soon a big jerk and the bus takes off. First stop is San Francisco, then on up the Golden Coast to 
Seattle. | busy myself making notes for my interview. | listen asSlash and Duff play songs unplugged. Axl 
disappears into the back lounge where Izzy had shut the door. | can soon hear the two of them yelling at one 
another. | cant really make out anything they're saying. Soon Axl is storming out and punching a wall. Everyone 
just sits there, pretending like they dont even see Axl. Great, that must mean this is all normal and they;re 
used to this. 


| look over my shoulder to the back lounge. | see Izzy standing in the doorway. He's watching Axl with a 
disinterested stare. Then he looks over to Slash and Steven. He gives then a head nod and they both quickly 
jump up and scramble to the back while Axl's back is turned. Then Axl turns, he quickly pulls off his shoe and 
hurls it toward the lounge door. Luckily Steven had just shut the door. Axl's shoe bounced off the door. Then | 
see the door open to the back lounge again. Izzy leans out and flips Axl off. He quickly shuts the door before 
Axl can throw his other shoe. 


"Fucking junkies!!!" Axl belts out. 


Ok So | guess they're back there doing dope and Axl is opposed to this. 
"And youl" He screeches at me, "you better not print that shit!" 
"N..no..of course not," | stammer. 


Axls back is to Duff so he cant see Duff rolling his eyes and sticking his tongue out to Axl. | bite my lip to 


keep from smiling. 
"She isn't gonna do that man.just chill out," Duff says. 


Axl spins and pins his glare on Duff. Duff quickly looks back to his bass and says nothing. Axl curses a bit 
more under his breath and plops down in a seat and is silent for the rest of the trip. | cant begin to tell you 


how thankful | am for that. 


| don't see the 3 junkies in the back for the rest of the trip. They don't come out or make a peep. | hope 
they're not dead. But Duff and Axl don't seem too concerned so | follow suit. | cant help but wonder if every 
day is gonna be like this. | can only pray it isn't. Either way, this is going to be a very very.very long 
assignment. 


Wild Side 

WILD SIDE 

| figured when we got to San Francisco that it would be a good chance to get an interview in. The guys would 

be free until 5 pm. My plan was ruined as Axl and Duff get off the bus the second it stops. Steven, Slash, and 
Izzy were still in the lounge. My thoughts soon get stopped by a tall lanky figure boarding the bus with crazy 
wild black hair. Oh shit.it's Nikki Sixx. 

His eyes fall on me. A sneer forms on his lips. "Whose are you?" He asks me. 

"What?" | ask 

"Whose chick are you?" 

"Oh..no, no l'm a reporter from Rolling Stone." | answer. 

"Oh," he nods with a growing gleam, "the kids are moving on up huh?" 

He doesn't give me a chance to reply before he is speaking again 

"Anyways..'m looking for Izzy." 


| point to the back lounge, "He's back there." 


Nikki strides past me and barges into the back lounge. | can hear him talking to them. 


"You fuckers started without me?" 

"Hey Nikki," | hear Slash saying in a drowsy voice. 

"So Stradlin," | hear Nikki, "| hope you brought plenty of provisions. 
| hear someone huff. | assume it to be Izzy. 

Then | hear Nikki ask, "Hey man is your drummer alive?" 

"Pretty sure..yeah," | hear Izzy answer. 

"Hey! Reporter chick," Nikki calls out. 


| turn to look Past him | can see Steven, Slash, and Izzy in a huddle leaning into one another. | could easily see 


they were trashed. 


"This," Nikki motions to them with a huge smile, "this is rock and roll." 

"Man." Izzy drawls, "shes with the press." | can see his eyebrows ruffled. 

"So," Nikki shrugs, "reporters party too." 

Izzy shakes his head. "No.she can't report on this shit. Axl would freak the fuck out” 

"Where is that crazy red headed fuck?" Nikki asks. 

"Dunno," Slash shrugs. 

"Wherever he is he's not fucking with us.so..” Izzy sighs as he pulls himself up out of the middle of Slash and 
Steven | see his eyes glance to me, then back to Nikki. 

"How much?" Izzy asks Nikki. 

"3 G's if you've got it," Nikki replies. 


Izzy lets out a little smirk, "Yeah. got you." He starts to rummage through his jacket. His eyes glance to me 
again He gently nudges the door shut. 


Now | haven't a clue whats going on. There's the break of my thoughts to a ball of energy bounding through 
the door of the bus. Tommy Lee. 


"Hey, I'm Tommy," he smiles at me, "You somebody's girlfriend?" 

| shake my head, "Reporter." 

"Oh cool." He sits down next to me and slides me over. Sure man, have a seat. "I'm so fucking stoked dude! This 
show is gonna be fucking awesome tonight!" He's so energetic, hyper if you will. His eyes are huge so l'm 
inclined to believe that not all that energy is his own. "So who are you interviewing?” Tommy asks. 

"The band," | shrug. Uh Duh? 

"That's cool. Listen.if you get bored we can hang out. Me and Nikki can show you around” 

Before | can reply Nikki opens the door to the lounge. | assume he heard Tommy say his name. 


"T-Bone. hey man," Nikki calls out to Tommy, "get in here and wake these fucks up." 


Tommy smiles to me, "Catch ya later." 


And like a bolt of lightning he's gone. | can see his lanky form tackle Steven and Slash who looked to be 
snoozing. Izzy's lazy eyes look to Nikki as he slides something in Nikki's hand. Then Nikki gives Izzy money. 


"Pleasure doing business with you lz," | hear Nikki say. 
Izzy only forges a half smile and shoves the money in his pocket. Did Izzy Stradlin just sell drugs to Nikki Sixx? 
"Lets go Tommy,” Nikki says turning to leave. 


Tommy, wrestling with Slash and Steven, quickly gets up like an obedient minion to follow Nikki to the front of 
the bus. 


‘Later reporter chick," Nikki winks at me while flashing a toothy smirk. His smile was so deceptive. Honestly, 


Nikki scared the shit out of me. 

Again my thoughts are interrupted. "| don't need any trouble," the voice says from just behind me. | turn to 
see Izzy standing in the aisle lighting a cigarette. This is so far the closest he had been to me. His face is 
slender, his skin pale. 


"N..no," | shake my head. 


He exhales and looks at me for a moment. | cant help but think of how cool he seemed. "Good," he nods and 


walks to the front of the bus. Soon Steven and Slash follow him. 


God why couldn't | have gotten this interview weeks ago? 


Anything Goes 

ANYTHING GOES 

As the guys were on the stage doing their show | stood backstage taking notes on the stage design and fan 
response. Their stage presence is something else. They really know how to pump up a crowd. Surprisingly they 
had done remarkably well. | have no clue how since they were all trashed except Axl. But they pulled off a 


great show. 


Soon Nikki and Tommy are approaching behind me as I'm about to go wait backstage for the guys. | pray to get 


a little interviewing done. | then see the smirk of the devil cast upon me. 
"Hey reporter chick," Nikki beams at me, "feel free to report how we blow the roof off this mother." 
| smile and look down 


"Awe, look Tommy, shes shy," Nikki says tilting his head and turning up his sadistic smile. | swear he wears his 


hair poofed out to hide the horns. 

"Sixxer loves shy girls," Tommy chimes in 

"They're a challenge," Nikki retorts. "It gets boring when they always just throw themselves at me." 
"You just like corrupting people," Tommy smirks. 


Nikki simply shrugs then casts his wicked sadistic smile back on me. His smile, though beautiful, cant be 


trusted. Then thankfully Izzy appears. 
"There you are," he motions to me, "You ready for that interview?" He asks with a faint smile just on the 
corner of his lips. His face for some reason reminds me of cherubs. | quickly rush to his side and leave Satan 


and his follower. 


As we round a corner | see Izzy glance over at me then look down. "You looked like you needed saving," he says. 


His voice is so calm and soothing. He has something about him that makes me comfortable. 
"What?" | ask lost in my thought: 

"From Sixx," he adds 

‘Oh. yeoh that..thank you so much." 


He nods back with a shy smile and looks down again. 


"So you're ready to interview then?" 
He shrugs, "I was just saying that..to rescue you from Sixx." 
"So..no interview then?" | ask as he reaches for a door to open it. 


He lets a slight huff, "If you think you can get an interview out of anybody." He motions me inside the room, 
"be my guest." 


| take a step inside. If Izzy wouldn't have been directly behind me blocking my exit | would have turned and ran, 
My eyes were not prepared for what | saw. Things a married woman such as myself should have been no 


party to. Vile, unorthodox, wild and crazy things that surpassed sleazy. 

Inside three groupies were naked and making out as Axl and Slash groped at them. Duff was so drunk he was 
on the verge of passing out. | look to Izzy. He nonchalantly shrugs and goes further into the room, grabs a 
beer and plops down to watch the show. 

| must be standing there with fear, disgust, and embarrassment. Perhaps my jaw was even gaping. Izzy studies 
me from behind his cigarette with an amusing expression, then | see his brows furrow with concern after a 
moment. He looks embarrassed for me. Then everything sort of went black for me. 

When | came to | couldn't help but feel confusion. | was lying in a bunk on the bus. Izzy was hovered to me 
with a wet cloth to my head. He gives me an innocent small cherub smile with his eyes focused on my 
forehead. 

l'm still a bit out of it so | don't reply. 


"I know it gets pretty crazy around here sometimes, he acknowledges. | watch as his brows wrinkle as he says 


this. 

"How did | get here? | drowsily ask. 

| had security carry you," he shrugs. "Hope that was cool." 
"Thank you," | sigh. 


"No big deal," He says letting go of the rag and moving away from me. He begins searching for his cigarettes. 
"You want one?" He politely asks. 


| shake my head no. 


He lights his cigarette and snaps his Zippo shut. He squints an eye at the plume of smoke. "Look.it's like this. | 
do..we all do a bunch of shit people don't know about, media and fans especially. You know if they want to read 


about the decadant life of a rock star they should read up on the Crue. You understand what I'm saying?" 
"Sure, the decadance of sex drugs and rock and roll." 


He drawls from his cigarette again, "And this morning on the buss with Nikki?" He asks with traces of slight 


nervousness. 
"I swear. No one will ever find out about your second job from me." 


He exhales a nod, "Thanks you have no idea what a punk ass little bitch Axl would be if he knew. | lied and told 
him | stopped slinging 2 years ago." 


"Why do you do it? | mean you have money now right. 

He lets a small cross between a huff and a smirk and takes another drag. "They always say, once a dealer 
always a dealer. | started out doing it just to make fast cash to survive. Then | tried it and was hooked. Now 
the people | sell it for wont let me stop. | mean, yeah, sure | can quit, but | wouldn't be playing for six 
months." 


"Why" | curiously ask, as | examine his face. 


"Don't matter,” he looks down. Its silent a moment a moment. "This all gets easier," he says softly fooling with 


the beads around his neck. "You just have to act like you've seen it all. Pretend it don't freak you out" 
"Is that how you did it?" | ask him. 


‘Its different for me, l'm a guy, ya know," he casts out a huge smile brighter than the sun and more beautiful 


than a sun set. He glances to his watch. "So..you're ok?" 

| nod, Yeah. 

"Cool. just take it easy. I've gotta be getting back to the meet and greet or Axl will be all pissed off” 

"Yeah," | nod in understandingly. 

He stands up to leave, "Oh hey, | didn't catch your name," he asks as he stops just short of getting off the 
bus. He looks to me with t gentle cherub face and innocent smile. 

Then | and realize he is the first to ask my name. 


"Angie," | answer. 


He smiles one last time, "Feel better Ange." 


Girls Girls Girls 


That night the guys returned to the bus just as | expected they would, drunk and stoned. Slash was on the 
verge of being incoherent. His words came out loud and high pitched. He had brought back some brunette. 
Typical groupie type. Steven did little besides smile and laugh and be flirty with the blonde he had brought 
back. Duff was beyond this realm, but he too had some frizzy headed girl with pink hair at his beck and call. 
Axl, who had just started drinking now that he was off stage, had a blonde and a red head on each arm. lzzy 
had brought up the rear. He didn't really seem as trashed as his band members, lazy eyed, yes, but slurring 
and staggering, no. Izzy also boarded the bus solo to my surprise! guess it really shouldn't have been a 


surprise, Izzy was more of a loner than the rest of them. 


Izzy said nothing as he settle into a seat and stared blankly out the window, giving his friends their privacy. 


Eventually he must have remembered me on the bus. He glanced back at me. 

"You may wanna come up here. Its about to get pretty loud back there,” he motions to the back lounge. 

| heed his warning and move to the front to sit across from him. He just fixes his glare back out the window. 
Me, I'm a talker. It kind of comes with the job | guess. | cant take the silence. 

"Not joining them tonight?" | ask. 


His eyes meet mine. Its too dark to see what color they are. He gives that small cherubs smile and glances to 


his hands. "All that just don't do it for me no more..not without a lot of drugs anyway." 


Izzy seems to be the only one of the bunch to care to about having a drug habit. Perhaps he was ashamed of 


it. Or maybe the fact that he was a dealer kept him hushed lipped about everything. 
"You mind if | interview you a bit?" | ask hopeful. 


He sighs. "Interviews are just a series of boring questions. You learn more about a person just by talking to 


them and getting to know them..Trust me, you'll get your interview if you just shut up and listen" 


| look at him strangely. He was the most non rock star | had ever met. He seemed to go against the very 


nature of what he was. Just listen huh? | could listen. "But they say you're quiet." 


"In formal interviews | am because | hate them. I'm not so quiet when | get to know someone..l am quiet, but it 
doesn't mean | cant hold a conversation. Just dont wanna interview." He moves a strand of black hair from his 
face. Izzy has a nice face to let Slash, Duff, and Axl be front and center all the time. Izzy was very attractive. 
He had nice lips and high cheek bones. | wish | could see his eyes. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a 


cigarette. "Just don't mention all the drug shit," he says lighting the cigarette. "Little kids look up to me you 
know. | don't wanna read that some kid O'ds because he liked GNR." 


| nod in agreement. 

"So talk," he shrugs and exhales. 

| had no clue how to begin 

"Ok, Ill start," he shrugs. "Where do you call home?" 


"New York," | nod "Any you're from Indiana?" 


He nods with a sigh, "Me and Axl both. You ever been there?" 
"No," | shake my head. 


"Its not such a bad place.just a sleepy mid west place with not a lot to do," he inhales again. "But New 
York.that had to be pretty rad." 


"| like it," | smile. 
"Is this what you wanted to be when you grew up?" He ask. 


A tender smile came to his face accenting those cherub features. "Be a reporter?" He asked as he began 


searching his surroundings for something. 

‘No | want to be a writer actually." | answer watching his search. 

"Writer huh?" He asks as he pulls a bottle of Vodka from under the seat. "Ahhh, appreciate that Duff," he 
smiles admiring the bottle he had found. He untwist the lid. He pulls it to his mouth and takes a gulpHe then 
extends the bottle out to me. 

"Ohno thanks." | say politely. 

"The alcohol kills the cooties," he urges again. 

‘lm not much of a drinker," | protest. 

"Good a little should do it. I'm making you nervous, | can tell. You need to relax," he urges me again 


| take the bottle with hesitation 


"Maybe you should pinch your nose," he suggests. "If you cant smell it you wont taste it." 


| take the professionals word for it. He was right, | didn't taste it. | hand him back the bottle. Now with a little 


liquid courage | ask "Does your family like the music?" 


He lowers the bottle and stares at it. "They're proud of the talent but the lifestyle don't meet their 


approvals." | hear melancholy in his answer. "Axl doesn't talk to his folks." He drags from his cigarette. 
"Did you take lessons as a kid?" 


He smiles a half smile that glints his teeth. What an honest smile. "Not guitar ones. My grandma taught me 


drums. | played drums for a while. | switched to guitar because it was easier to write songs that way" 

"Do you write most of the songs?" 

He passes the bottle back to me. For some reason | take it. 

"With GNR you have everybody add shit. | may have words n no music. | may have a whole song then Axl adds 
shit Slash.Duff | like acoustic shit more really. But it don't fit GNR. Id like to write just one song with just me 


sometime.” 


| really couldn't believe how much a guy who never talks was talking. He did come off quiet and shy, but he 
was actually talking to me like more than some reporter. | watch as he yawns. 


"You want me to leave you alone so you can sleep | politely ask handing him back the bottle. 
"How can anybody sleep through all that fucking noise back there?" he huffs. 
| smile. It was pretty loud. 


| don't get much sleep on the road. Thank god for drugs." He half chuckles. 


Mr. Brownstone 


MR. BROWNSTONE 

So tonight | was slated for some one on one interview time. Unfortunately Slash had other plans besides 
answering my questions. We ended up at the hotel bar with Belzibub himself. (Nikki Sixx if you didn't already 
know) They were putting back jack faster than the bartender could pour the shots. 

"Get one for reporter chick," Nikki motions to me, "Give her something girly with umbrellas and shit in it” 


"No I'm fine thanks," | politely shake my head. 


Slash leans over and drunkenly looks at me. "Nikki don't take no for an answerrr soooo you miii as well drrrink 
the frrruckin drink," he lazily slurs. 


| look to Nikki and he gives me a big gleam. It seems so innocent and beautiful, but then Lucifer was one of 


gods most beautiful angels. "I really am relentless," he concurs. 

So | take the drink Its something like a margarita. l'm sipping it as Slash and Nikki engage in conversation. 
"Where the fuck is Stradlin?" Nikki asks with an obvious impatience. 

"Who fuckin’ knows?" Slash shrugs. 

"Slash, tell me about your family," | say trying to do this damn interview. 

| have one," he drunkenly giggles. "Fuckin ask Sixx, he loves talking about his fucked up family.” 

"Yeah sure," Nikki perks up and looks to me. | swear to god his face is so picturesque it just draws you in He 
may have been just about one of the most handsome guys | had ever met. Even in smeared makeup, with 
blood shot eyes, mangled long hair, pale yellow skin, and near raccoon eyes, his smile invited you in out of the 
cold for a warm cup of tea. No doubt about it, Nikki was alluring.just like the damn devil. "Which part would 
you like to hear first? That my parents both abandoned me by the age of 6? Or you wanna hear how my 
moms nuts and my dad wont acknowledge my existence?" He says this with a nonchalant sarcasm, but | detect 
the hurt in the depths of his eyes which | can only see dark circles. 

"Sounds like quite a story..but l'm supposed to be interviewing Slash." 


"Hey bro," Nikki nudges him, "she wants you man" 


Slash smirks, "My room or errrs? Maaan where in the fuuuk is 12zzzz man?" He asks searching the bar. 


"Probably brooding alone somewhere," Nikki scowls killing another shot. 

"Heees ain't brooodin.hes dancin’..the Brownstone." Slash takes another shot and spills half down him. 
"Fucking amature Slash," Nikki shakes his head. 

"Slash how did you learn to play?" | further insist trying to accomplish one straight answer. 

Slash just sways. Nikki answers for him. "Hes self taught 


Nikki scribbles something on a napkin and folds it. "Hey would you take this to the chick in red for me?" He 


asks me. 


| have no clue why, but | do it. Nikki is hard to tell no. When | return Nikki and Slash are whispering to one 
another. They quickly stop when they notice me sitting back down 


"Thanks, Nikki smiles. He motions at my drink. You're not drinking." 


| reach for my drink and take a sip. | see an evil smirk snarl across Nikki's lips as he watches. He and Slash 
then go talking among themselves. | just sit and listen as | sip away at the drink. 


"Sorry, got held up," | hear a voice approaching. Its Izzy. He does a slide of hand with dope and money to Nikki. 
"We may have to re name you Dr. Feelgood," Nikki smiles examining what Izzy has given him. 


Izzy sits next to me at the bar. By now l'm slumped over it and droopy eyed. Not much is comprehensive and | 


don't even care. | see Izzy pull back my hair and look at my face. 
"She drunk?" He asks. 

"That's her first drink," Nikki shrugs innocently. 

Izzy looks to the huge grin on Slash's face. 

"Did you two slip something in her drink?" 

"Not me," Slash holds his hand up with a smile. 

Izzy's eyes dart to Nikki. 

"She needed to loosen up,” he snorts downing a shot. 


"What the fuck did you give her?" Izzy asks irritated. 


"Just a lude..no big deal." He shrugs as if everybody drank spikes drinks with Quaalude. 
"You're fucking sick Sixx." 


"Well the boys do all call me Sikki Nixx." He actually finds this amusing. "Take her and fuck her Stradlin, she 
wont put up a fight" 


"Unlike you, | can get a girl to fuck me sober." 
"So chilvirous of you lz" 
Izzy rolls his eyes and lifts me from the bar. "Nikki, you're fucking twisted,” Izzy sighs. 


"Thanks for the smack man," Nikki bids me farewell. 


Nice Boys 
NICE BOYS 
Izzy's POV 


| was a rock star with a depraved side just like the rest. But | respected women. Women were such graceful 
creatures. They made it their mission to help fuck ups like me. They bore our children and took on our names. 


They were supposed to be extention of man, his counterpart, his companion. | could never dope a girl to fuck 


her. Nikki did this often, and somehow always got by with it. 


| get her loaded onto the bus with the aid of my guitar tech. | sit her down and try to keep her awake by 
talking with her. Talking, not being one of my strong suits was a minor issue. | search the fridge on the bus 


for some milk. | surprisingly find some and pour her a glass. 
"Here, drink some milk it'll absorbs it" | say shoving milk at her. I'm sort of a pro on these things. 
She looks at me with sedated eyes. "You're different from all them." Her eyes do her best to focus on me. 


She appears to be attempting to probe my mind. Not the easiest task. So far Axl alone possessed it. | confused 
and confounded her. That a blind man could see. | was a real piece of work | could fit into a crowd and coexist, 
or blend into the shadows unnoticed. | was a leader not a follower. | didn't do things because it was the cool 

thing to do. | marched to the beat of my own drum. Some,| suppose found me odd' But | was comfortable being 


me. 


"Well | didn't come from too broken of a home and was raised to be good to the ladies. | pause with a sigh, 
‘Ive lost a lot of it though.my morals." 


"Well | think you're way more level headed," she slurs sipping the milk. | can see her sentiments hanging on my 


every thought and action. 


"| guess | think things through more and try my best to be rational," | say pulling out some coke. She watches 


me skeptically. "It'll keep your eyes open,’ | comment: 


ve never done drugs," she mutters. 
"IFs ok, | promise | wont let anything bad happen to you. We just need to level you out” 
| can see her questioning me. | can sense her apprehensive fear. "Don't sweat it, you're safe with me," | give 


her my most honest look. I've got that kind of face that a person just wants to believe. She eventually caves 
in. 


"| don't know how," she says studying me make out lines. 

"Its easy, just do what | do," | say giving her a visual instruction guide. 

"Whats it gonna do to me?" She hesitates and asks. 

| sniffle, "Bring you back to normal.maybe make you happy and hyper." 

She closes off her right nostril and holds the straw with her left hand. As she inhales | notice the wedding ring 
on her finger. 

"Bet your husband don't like you being on the road with a bunch of rock stars," | say and motion at the ring. 
She frowns, "Our relationship is complicated." 

"He fuck around on you?" | bluntly ask. 

She seems surprised, but | can tell lim right. "Sorry," | sigh. 


"You ever thought about getting married?" She asks me. 


"Why bother? My life style makes it too hard being gone all the time. Id like kids someday..but | just don't think 


marriage is in the cards for me." 

‘Maybe one day," she smiles. "I cant imagine life without my son" 

"Oh you have a kid? How old? What do you call him?" | ask with genuine interest as | light a cigarette. 
"His name is Cameron. He's six. He loves music, He's already begging for piano lessons." She warmly smiles. 


"Maybe if he visits you out on the road | can teach him some bar cords," | offer. She seems pleased with the 
prospect. | shrug, "You feel better now?" 


She nods, "I cant believe Nikki did that to me." 
"It would be best if you just avoided Sixx, hes bad news." 
"| noticed." 


| can stay here with you if you like. l'm not in much mood for a crowd" | wasn't high enough to feel relaxed 


and at ease around all those friendly faced strangers. 


"Thanks," she nods. "I feel safer with you here." 


| glance at her and shyly smile. Cant say Id ever felt like anyone's hero before. Yet, saving Angie from Sixx was 
becoming a habit: 


Pretty Tied Up 

PRETTY TIED UP 

| sat there on the bus talking with Izzy until almost 3 am. We talked about everything and nothing at all. | 
found Izzy to be nothing like | had imagined. Here he was, a shy pandering rock star. He didn't seem to so much 
care for the indulgences his friends did. Don't get me wrong, he was a saint by no means, but he seemed to 
have more of a soul than the rest of them did. 

| was trying to peg him, but Izzy didn't let people get close enough to him for that. He would tell you what he 
was thinking, but you could always see something deeper lurking in his eyes. There were secrets there. They 
may not have amounted to much at all, but none the less, Izzy was secretive. 

| was thankful for him saving me from the demonic Nikki Sixx twice already. He, like me, didn't have the highest 
opinion of Nikki. | shutter to think what would have happened to me if Izzy hadn't come along when he did. 

It was really nice of him to sober me up. | would never in a million years have done coke, but Izzy's cherub 
face seemed as if it could do no harm. | trusted Izzy for some reason. He just didn’t strike me as a person 
who would ever do harm to another. Izzy was kind of earthly and hippieish. His philosophy on life was 


somewhat Budist. Don't fuck with people and good is returned to you. He was definately all about Karma. 


"So your husband?" Izzy finally breaks the humming silence of the bus, "its complicated huh? How long has he 


been fucking around on you?" Izzy's eyes look to me with the sympathy of a man who had been cheated on 
"| think he always has," | sigh 

"Why stay then?" 

"Cameron needs a dad.he's a good dad, just a lousy husband" 

Izzy nods. "My parents divorced when | was 8, but me and dad stay close" 

"Ive been with Ryan so long that its just second nature,” | shrug, 


"You love him?" Izzy asks me peering into my soul. | know that no matter what answer | give he will know the 


truth. 
"Its..." 
"Complicated?" Izzy cuts me off. 


| nod with a faint smile and look down. 


"Hes sounds like a fool," Izzy softly says under his breath looking back out the window. 

"Did some girl do the same number on you?" | ask prying, just to see if he will answer. 

His eyes float over to mine, "I wasn't famous enough for her at the time..she moved on to a bigger talent” 
"Did you love her?" | ask. 

Izzy lets out a huff of a laugh, "Its complicated" 

"Touche," | smile back. 


Izzy was quiet a moment. "Yeah, | suppose | loved her.just for all the wrong reasons. I'm kinda guessing your 


complicated relationship with your husband is similar." 
"Has anyone ever told you how intuitive and almost psychic you are?" | ask in bewilderment. 


| told you you learned a lot just by shutting up and watching people. Body language speaks volumes the lips 


cant." 


Our thoughts are interrupted by Slash swaggering up front where we were. "Hey lz man.come help me finish 


this bitch off, | just cant fucking do it," he sighs dripping wet with sweat from exhaustion. 
| see Izzy's face flush red as he looks at me. He's embarrassed. 
"lm not in the mood, go get someone else." He snaps. 


‘lz you know you and me are the only one of us that can get it up with another dude in the room," Slash 


whines. 

"Not tonight man," Izzy looks away blushing even more. 

"Come on dude, shes fucking killing me. She asked specifically for you too." 

| hear Izzy sigh. He is only human after all. "Whats the matter Slash Too much smack?" 

‘No..this bitch is just crazy hard to get off. You're the fucking Casanova, make this bitch nut so | can crash." 
Izzy looks at me having to be a million shades of red and pink 


"Go," | urge him, "you presence seems required” 


Izzy rolls his eyes. Dicks have a mind of their own..you can quote me on that," he says standing to leave. 


"Enjoy the rest of your night," | say cordial. 


"Thanks..and try not to worry about things back at home too much. Everything always works out the way its 
intended to anyway.” 


And with that he got up and followed Slash to the back lounge. 


| must have heard that slut call out lzz's name a thousand times. He must have been pretty good at whatever 


he was doing to her. 


Slash certainly got no reaction from her. In fack the only noise | heard from Slash from the rest of the night 


was, 
"Fucking shit Iz, that was my fucking leq you just jizzed on!" 


Bad Boy Boogie 
BAD BOY BOOGIE 


There was a point when | had imagined Izzy as some unicorn of fabled legend. He was no longer the mystic 
creature who hid the world from its rare beauty. | had seen him, talked to him, been saved by him. | knew he 
existed unlike the creature of mythological folklore. 

For some reason | seemed to be learning more about the one who everyone said was shy and never talked. | 
was finding that when Izzy spoke his words really meant something. He didn't use all the bullshit filler that 


people used daily to fill uncomfortable silences. 


Izzy was perfectly contented by silence. He had been right about learning more about people by just shutting 
up and watching them and listeningAnd | was watching and listening. 


Most nights Izzy tried avoiding the backstage area where all the booze, dope, and chicks were. It got very 
weird back there most nights. Izzy was only there if they had to do an interview or if he was just plain horny. 
Izzy was a man, just like most. He had his needs and his urges. Being Izzy Stradlin of Guns N' Roses was 


basically his VIP pass to all the sex he could handle. While he had a healthy enough libedo, he didnt overindulge 


himself like everyone else. A few nights a week and Izzy was fine. 


Most of the time Izzy was a solitary creature. He seemed to talk to me more than any of his band mates. To 
him they had all become drug buddies, drinking buddies, he called Axl his war buddy. But on the long bus rides 
Izzy filled his time by sitting and talking to me. 


Izzy had a seductive voice to me. He always seemed to be talking in a pillow talk tone. | could listen to him talk 
forever. His laugh was so beautiful, and his smiles were so varied that | studied each one. He had such an 


honesty about him. He could make you feel safe and relaxed. 


Then there was that other side of Izzy, the one that drank too much and did too much dope. Izzy was 
primarily all about his smack and Jack, but coke was like air to these guys. Then there were assortments of 
pills in there too once in a while. 


When Izzy was smacked out his eyes were lazy. His tone soft and barely audiable. When he was drunk he had a 
hyperness to him. He was a joker when he was drunk. | never seen him happier than when he was drunk. 
Tonight was one of those nights when Izzy was drunk with needs to be met. 


As we rode down the interstate to the next show all the guys were doing their own things with girls. | should 
have been blind folded because that bus was like a porno set with me as a spectator right in the middle. Izzy 
sat at the front at the table with his pants around his knees and some groupie on her knees under the table. 


| had never heard Izzy talk so much. He kept telling the girl what to do to him, play by play. | honestly did my 


best mot to watch or listen But Izzy's voice rang out to me like a beautiful song. | loved the way he moaned. | 


loved watching his bite the corner of his lip and let his eyes roll back. Izzy was just incredibly sexy to me. 


| hadn't even entertained the thought of another man for years. Something like this would get my ass beat if 
Ryan knew. | just couldn't help but be enamored at Izzy's passion. Ryan was about as passionate as a brick wall. 
He never told me how sexy | was or that | was doing him so good. Sex with Ryan was routine and never 


changed. It was boring and most of the time | faked my orgasms just to get him off me. 


"Mmmm flick your tongue," My thoughts are interrupted by Izzy moaning and grabbing the girls hair. "Damn 


darling you're so fucking good at thatwhere you want me to come honey, I'm close.” 


The girl didn't move away or utter a word, So Izzy just unleashed with a moan and his body going contorted. 


The smile that came to his face once he was done was priceless. It just completed his peaceful cherub face. 


No. Unicorn didn't describe Izzy at all. Nor did shy or quiet. Izzy was a man of a million faces. He was like a 
puzzle piece that had just one vital piece missing. He was like a mystery that wasn't meant to be solved. The 
confusion | felt by him was never ending. The best word in which | could find to describe Izzy Stradlin was an 


Enigma. 


Bad Apples 
BAD APPLES 


Another long and exhausting day on the road with the guys. We were in Miami tonight. We were doing two 
shows here so they got us a posh hotel for a night. It was definately not the place you would cut rock stars 
loose in | could only imagine everything that was going to be destroyed. 


Most of the guys from the bands were all out catching some sun. Izzy had actually invited me to go with him 
surfing. He told me he would teach me how. | would have never in a million years figured Izzy as a surfer, he 

friggin grew up in Indiana. He confesses to me that he's actually a bit of an adrenaline junkie. Beyond surfing he 
also skateboards and races dirt bikes. 


| told him | would meet him at the beach once | had settled into the hotel and called home. If | didn't call Ryan 
daily it would be hell on me when | got home. Izzy was rather understanding of my situation and told me to 


take my time, he would wait for me at the beach. 


As | was getting ready to leave there was a knock at my door. | guess Izzy came back for me because | was 
taking too long. | open the door with a casual smile expecting to see that sexy black haired enigma. | saw black 


hair. Nikki Sixx black hair. 


Nikki smiles kind of sheepishly at me and moves his hair from his eyes. For the most part they're black and 
squinted, but | see a faint ring of greenish color. If | didn't know any better I'd think Nikki was nervous. 


"I'm sorry, | was just heading out," | say hoping to rush him off. 


| wont keep you," he says looking down and the hair falling back into his eyes. "I just wanted to apologize to 
you for slipping that lude in your drink. It was a dick thing of me to do. | was fucked up and not thinking. And 
I'm really sorry. | don't want you hating me, never know you may interview me some time. I'd be fucked if | 


was on your bad side." 
"IFs ok, Izzy took care of everything," | nod. 


Nikki's eyes dart up when | say Izzy's name. "Izzy's good at fixing things," he says. | cant read his tone. Then he 


shows me the demon in his smirk. "We all have our special talents." 


| nod just wishing he would hurry up and go. To my surprise one of his arms goes around my back and waist 
and the other pulls the back of my head to his mouth. He could probably be one hell of a kisser if | actually 
kissed him back. But | fought him. 


"Just play nice," he says shoving me into the room and kicking the door shut. | was still locked in his embrace. | 


was trying to avoid his lips. | couldn't. Nikki was so strong and towered over me. The next thing | knew he was 


dragging me from my room. 

"My room is nicer," he smirks, "has a hot tub." 

‘lm not going to your room," | struggle in his arms. 

| soon see Tommy exit his room. He smiles to Nikki with a knowing smirk. "Whatcha got there Sixxer?" 


"tm about to give reporter chick something to report,” Nikki snorts with his evil tooth bearing grin. It would be 


beautiful if it wasn't so damn evil 

"No he's not. | was just leaving the hotel," | say trying to struggle free from Nikki. 

"She's a feisty one ain't she Sixx?" Tommy smiles s my struggle. 

"Yeah bro, feel free to cut in any time here and help me," Nikki says tiring from my unwillingness. 


"Fucking let me gol" | shout and wrangle more as Tommy approaches with a sinister look on his face, obeying 


his master. 


Just as the two of them almost had me in Nikki's room | saw an Angel with wet black hair, no shirt on, towel 


around his shoulders, bermuda shorts, and a surfboard in his arm. Izzy. 
"What the fuck are you guys doing?" He ask 

Nk turns and smiles to Izzy, "| was gonna give her an interview." 

"She doesn't sound like she wants to give you an interview right now Nikki.” 
"lll get her into it," he smirks. 


Its not enough that there's a lobby of pussy that wants you downstairs? You like rejection do you? It get you 
off? Or is that just all you fucking know?" 


| just knew Izzy was going to engage the dark one and his loyal follower. But to my surprise | see the 
expression on Nikki's face soften like a scolded child He releases me and Tommy does the same. They disappear 


into Nikki's room and shut the door. 


| begin heaving my chest in fear as sobs follow. | was so afraid. | just knew Nikki and probably Tommy both 


were going to rape me. | couldn't comprehend this. 


Izzy instantly wraps his arms around me and holds me close. 


“Shhhh, you're ok now." His voice soothes my fear. His arms make me believe that I'm in no danger. | believe 
him when he tells me that l'm ok. My sobs die down as Izzy just holds me there in the hallway and slightly 


rocks me until l'm calm. 
"lim ok now," | sniffle, "we can still go surfing. 


Izzy moves away from me and looks to me with furrowed brows. "No darling, you're not ok," he says softly as 


he dries away a tear with his thumb. He looks into my eyes assessing my state of mind 
For the first time | can see the color of his eyes. They were different colors, just slightly, but they were. One 
eye was green, greener than Nikki's, more like a nature's green. The other eye was hazel due to being peppered 


with brown. | had never seen eyes like them before. 


"Come on," he nudges me with an arm around my shoulder, "You need a drink honey.” 


Live Wire 
LIVE WIRE 


Izzy's room was not really what | was expecting. His clothes were all still unpacked and sitting in a row by size 
at the edge of the wall by the bathroom door. There was still a mint on his pillow. The room was virtually 
untouched. Izzy looked so out of place in a place like this. A smokey bar, or a graffiti covered street corner, or 


on a stage in front of thousands was where Izzy fit in 


He acted like a fish out of water in there too. He nervously fluttered about the room and found real crystal 
glasses to pour me a drink, himself too. | had already observed enough that Izzy wasn't a glass kind of guy, a 
bottle was just fine. Still he tried to go above the class he was accustom to since he had the means at his 
disposal. 


"You should sit," Izzy says to me throwing me a worried brow. He points to the bed with his eyes. 

| sit as instructed still shaking. Izzy walks over with my drink. He sits next to me and holds it to my lips 
noticing how shaky | am. My size drink and Izzy's are obviously quite different. He pours half of it down my 
throat. 


‘lm sorry about Sixx. | should have waited on you here instead of hitting the tide," he shakes his head. | can 
tell hes sort of beating himself up over it. 


"But you managed to make them stop..Honestly | thought they were about to jump you." | ward off a whiskey 


shiver. 

Izzy looks down to my drink in his hand and softly smirks, "He who controls the smack." Hes quiet for a while 
as he just stares at the glass in his hand. "Nikki's not a good guy Ange. He hasn't dealt with his demons yet ya 
know?" 

"Hence the heroin addiction?" | ask. 

Izzy nods slowly. 

"What about you?" | ask. 

His bi-colored eyes float up to mine. "Being a dealer means its always around.| fucked up the day | first tried 
it. And my life really became just like Mr. Brownstone..| used to do a little but a little wouldn't do it.I've done 


my best to not shoot up very much, | mostly just chase the dragon | just try to stay straight" 


"What are your demons?" | ask examining his soul through those multicolored irises. 


He brings my drink to his lips and gulps it down He then stands and walks back to the minibar to pour another. 
This time he returns with the bottle for himself. 


"| guess just too much too fast too soon," he eventually answers sitting next to me again, shoving my drink 


cordially at me. 

I'm not shaking as bad so | take it. "The fame?" | ask 

"All of it," he shrugs. "You know one day I'm just some kid from Indiana who wants to play music living on the 
streets in LA pushin dope to get by.then all the sudden everyone recognizes me and l'm playing for millions of 
fans all over the world. And selling dope still to A list celebrities.! never thought shit would be like this," he 
turns the bottle up and chugs it. 

"What did you hope it would be like?" | ask and sip at my drink. 

| thought it would be cool to be cool. | thought it would be great if kids come to see me play. | thought | could 
have a life beyond all of this. was so fucking wrong. I'm consumed and I'm stuck and I'm fucking miserable," he 
turns up the bottle again. 

| can relate sort of..about feeling consumed and miserably stuck." 

Izzys eyes look to me a bit surprised that someone could grasp the vaguest concept of what he was saying. 
"Would you ever walk away from it all?" Izzy asks me in that soft voice that melts me like butter. 

"| wish | knew," | sigh and take another drink. 

"Me too," he mumbles with a nod. His next question catches me off guard. "Do you cheat on him too?" 


| softly shake my head no. 


A tender smile comes to Izzy's lips. "I'm not a cheater either.even when its being done to me," he takes a 


pause and a huge drink. "I think with you.! would think twice though." 


| feel myself starting to blush. | look to Izzy who is doing his best to not look me in the eye. He seems so 


embarrassed for saying that. He seems confused at how | will react. 


| gulp the rest of my drink and look down at the carpet with a gentle nod. "You're the first man who has 


crossed my mind since before Ryan 
"Me?" He questions sounding a bit surprised. 


| just nod. | had no illusions about who Izzy was. | knew all to well what his life consisted of. But for Christ's 


sake | didn't wanna marry the guy, | just wanted to be laid, laid like | had never been by Ryan He had cheat on 


me repeatedly since day one. Who would | really be hurting with one tiny little indiscretion in Izzy's room? 


Sweet Child 0' Mine 


SWEET CHILD 0: MINE 


So what does an enigma such as Izzy Stradlin do when you put him on the spot? Does he casually laugh off 
your advances? Does he try to talk you into changing your mind? Does he tell you he cant because you're 
married? No. No Izzy does none of that. 


Izzy hesitates. He looks at me like | might be just toying with him. I'm not. | want Izzy. | want him bad. | found 
everything about him so captivating. | couldn't stop thinking about him. | didn't even feel an ounce of guilt for 


doing it. Ryan was probably home now with some random girl in our bed. 


My eyes don't falter and my expression remains unchanged. Izzy must see my seriousness. Finally his hand 


comes up and brushes my hair behind my ear. | hear a sigh escape his throat as his eyes float away. 


"Do you wanna fuck me because you want to get back at him? Or because l'm some rock star?" His pillow talk 


voice softly utters. 


"Just because your'e the most interesting person | have ever met..and | cant stop thinking about you." Wow, | 


can't believe | got all that out without fainting. 


Izzy looks at me with that shy cherub like smile that made him look so angelic. "No chick has ever said that to 
me before," he muses for a moment. "I don't think I've been laid for being me and not Izzy Stradlin in fucking 


years.” 


His eyes look on me with marvel for a moment. He's still hesitating. Was | gonna have to make the first move 
here? But then, like a dream | feel his long fingers intertwining into my hair. His face draws to mine with a tilt. 
His lips touch mine. A rush of heat shoots through my body. Then | can take note of how soft and warm they 


are. His tongue slowly caressed mine as his hands got lost in my mane of hair. 


Ryan had never kissed me like this. Ryan's kisses were hard and sloppy, like being kissed by a drunk. Izzy had 
the most calculated set of lips | had ever had the pleasure of kissing. He awakened things inside me that | 
thought were long dead. | felt him in every atom of my body. | craved him like nothing | could even 


comprehend. 


Izzy knew exactly how to make me want him even more. Izzy had a confidence about him | had yet to see 
from him. He must have known how good he kissed. Izzy had passion when he kissed. There was of course lust, 
but it was overshadowed with dreamy romantic looks and long moments of marked hesitations with deep soul 
searching stares. When Izzy looked at me he looked at me with a look of awe and wonder. Izzy knew just how 


to show his feelings in this type of situation, even if most of the time he was a master at hiding them. 


Izzy wasn't trying to hid anything now. He draws in his breath and lays me back on the bed. He strokes my 


hair away from my face with a confused brow. "Is this just a one time thing here?" 
"Is that what you want?" | ask 


"l'm not sure. mean l'm pretty used to things being like that.and you have a husband in case you've 
forgotten" Izzy scans my face further as he thinks deeply to himself. "But it feels real fucking good to be 


wanted for more than just being Izzy Stradlin" 


He stares a moment longer before meeting his lips with mine again. His hand slides under my shirt and up my 
side. A moment later he pulls back from me. "I think | wanna see where this shit goes Ange. | like you. | like you 
in the way people are supposed to like another person. I've been with so many girls Angie..so many girls and 
never felt a thing. | feel something with you. | have since that first day on the bus. It feels so fucking weird to 
actually feel something for a woman.lts been a really long time. | like how | feel when I'm with you. don't want 


it to end here tonight in this room." 


| nod. Then Izzy pulls off his shirt and mine too. His lips kiss across the edge of my bra as he works his hands 
behind my back and unclasps it. The hands of a guitarist aren't soft or smooth. They're tough as nails and 
hard and calloused. But Izzy glides them across me in a way that makes them feel like a summer breeze. Izzy 
inches out of his skin tight leather pants then pulls down my pants. His smile cocks sideways as his lips kiss a 
little pink bow on my black panties. He gives a playful growl and tugs at it with his teeth. 

Then I'm naked. Izzy is naked. His body melds between my thighs as his lips drive me bat shit crazy. He looks 
at me once more as his kissing ceases. "You sure?" He asks. | found that o be very gentlemanly of him. Not 
what | imagined the rock star Izzy Stradlin to be like. | could feel him slowly inching himself inside of me. He 
was in no rush at all. He seemed to enjoy the lingering essence of that point of entry. Izzy was teasing us both 


and | ate it up. 


Then Izzy made love to me like Ryan could never even begin to dream of doing. Izzy moved slow and rarely let 
his lips stop working. Izzy knew how to make me feel wanted. | felt awakened and freed. Izzy was insatiable. 
Every move he made, noise he made, or look he gave enchanted me. Izzy was the best | had ever had. | 


couldn't get enough of him. 


Izzy had stamina out of this world. He tells me its because of the heroin but who's complaining? | felt myself 
quivering along Izzy's length more than one time that night. 
When it came time for Izzy's long overdue release he looked to me panting. "Should | pull out? You on the pill?" 


His words are fast and wound up. 

"The pill," | nod. 

Izzy smiles broadly as he moves his hips slowly as | ride him. His hands grip at my thighs and hips so hard | 
know | will be bruised tomorrow. | drag my nails down his chest leaving red trails behind that were slightly 


swelling. 


‘Mmmm fuck yeah," | hear him groan and thrash about the bed a bit. "I'm gonna come like any second!" 


| thrust against him and bury my talons into his chest. His movements become rigid as his body seizes up a 
bit. Several throaty invoulentary sounds come out of him as his eyes close and roll back a bit. His chest 
heaves in and out for air. | can feel the pulsating in his chest and his dick. Then a beautiful beam crosses his 


lips as a little innocent chuckle follows. Izzy was so cute when he come. 


Dr. Feelgood 


DR. FEELGOOD 


| awoke the next morning expecting to feel some sort of guilt for cheating on Ryan. Just as those thoughts 
were about to cross my mind | looked up and saw Izzy's face. Then the only thought of Ryan | had was how 
when he slept his face scrunched up like an English Bulldog. Waking up to Izzy was not like waking up next to a 
Bulldog. 


His face had never before looked more angelic and innocent. His normally furrowed eyebrows were laying 
carelessly. His jaw that was normally clenched was completely at ease. His skin that was usually hidden with 


clothes and hair and hats, lay glistening before my eyes. He was beautiful. Plain and simple. 


| lay there and just looked at him. | studied and memorized the aspects of his perfectly peaceful face. | had 
never noticed how heavily burdened he always seemed to be until just now, seeing him as he slept. There was 
so much more to him than met the eye. Then came an all over, yet light jerk from Izzy and his eyes came 
open. He soon looks to me looking at him. | see his brows start to instantly go into their normal, semi 


scrunched position 


‘Mornin darlin," he says in a slightly rhaspy, yet still incredibly sexy voice as his fingertips begin tracing my 


spine. 
"Morning," | smile back. 


Without looking he extends out his arm and retrieves his cigarettes. He sits up slightly on the pillows and lights 


it. "You sleep ok?" He politely asks me. He seems nervous, like he doesn't know what else to say. 
"Yeah, great," | nod. 


A faint and reminiscent smile comes to his pretty lips. It is quickly chased away back into the depths of his 
brain as his brows are now ruffleing again. "So.this the part where you tell me last night was a mistake?" He 
asks. | can see all the deep seated thoughts and emotions swirling in his eyes now as they shyly looked upon 


me. 


A mistake? | lie and roll the words around in my brain. A mistake? | guess in all honesty | knew it was. 
However, | didn't seem to be experiencing any of the feelings that went along with having made a mistake. | 
awoke to a beautiful man who made me smile for a change. | awoke wrapped in Izzy's arms. Ryan never held 
me. He wouldn't even let me spoon with him. There had to be a good two feet of space between us as we slept. 
After a night of sex with Ryan | would awake feeling empty and unsatisfied. | could feel none of that this 
morning. Izzy was one hell of a lover and | felt I0% satisfied. | couldn't stop myself from replaying the events 
of last night over and over again in my head. 


| draw in my breath, "I should," | say, "but I'm not." 


| actually see relief sweep Izzy's face back to his former angelic look. A tender smile soon follows as he takes 


a drag from his cigarette. "So last night was good?" He asks. 

| roll my eyes with a smile, "What..you don't remember?" 

His arm tugs me closer, "| remember just fine," he smiles. "I just wanted to make sure you hadn't changed 
your mind about all of this..about.us.." he shyly speaks with that amazing pillow talk like voice. It was smooth 
and soft like velvet. 

"No," | answer. | soon feel Izzy's body start to tremble as we lay intertwined "Are you cold?" | ask him. 


| hear him slightly sigh and stiffen, "No," he plainly answers 


"You're shaking," | remark running my hand over his perfectly smooth hairless chest. | look up at his face to 
see his jaw clenched and his brows were ruffeling to the center of his forehead again. 


"| need to get up," he says shifting his weight from underneath me. 


He stands up, stark naked, a lovely sight to see | might add, and crosses the room to his suitcase. | see him 
scrounge around inside of it. He pulls out something cant see and disappears into the bathroom. Its then that | 
realize whats going on Izzy needed to get high. | guess after the orgasmic throws of last night | forgot for a 


moment that he was a drug dealing rock star junkie. Again.was this a mistake? 


Izzy returns a few minutes later looking quite relaxed. He slithers back into the bed. He draws me back up into 


his arms again. "Sorry bout that," he says quietly. 
"Is every morning like this?" | cautiously ask. 


He glances to me with spaced out eyes and nods. "Its not too late to change your mind about me.. would 


completely understand if." his words trail off. 


Its quiet for a moment. | wish | had more knowledge about heroin addicts. That's the researching writer in me 
wondering what | was getting myself into. But Izzy amazed me so..beyond just sex, in every fathomable way 
possible. 


‘lm right here," | say and nuzzle my cheek on the warm soft skin of his chest. | can feel his fingers twining 


through my hair. 


‘It's hard to take..this life.fame, fans, dope, travel..You know | don't even own a fucking place to live? I'm a 


homeless millionaire," he lets a half smirk cross his lips. 


"Home is where the heart is." My words are but random bullshit. Just something to say. | wasn't expecting 


Izzy to reply. 


"| don't know anymore.'ve numbed it so long." Hes quiet as he continues sifting my hair through his fingers. 
"You're the first thing I've felt in so long." 


Double Talkin’ Jive 


DOUBLE TALKIN’ JIVE 


When | was wrapped up in Izzy's embrace | could die on the spot and go straight to heaven | became just like 
a hummingbird attracted to the scent of nectar with Izzy's aroma. It wasn't that it was a great sweet smell. 
just loved the combinations that always lingered on him, sweet sweat, cigarettes, whiskey, and weed smoke. 

When Izzy smiles at me | can feel the universe shift and time jump a split second. His smile was beautiful and 


made him even more beautiful. When his lips were pressed to mine everything in my life melted away. 


When | looked into his eyes | could see the past, present, and the future all rolled into one constantly uncertain 
look He seemed to always be questioning something, always distracted by thoughts in his head. At first | 
blamed the heroin, now | knew that wasn't it. It was something else. It was such deep thought about something. 
It could have been many things. | could have been everything. | know Izzy wouldn't tell me if | were to ask, 


therefore | just entertain my own thoughts. 


With Izzy | felt like you feel when you come up from the bottom of a lake and gasp the air. | could breathe 
again. Ryan had been the lake that was drowning me. He had stifled my heart and my emotions so long that | 
had become more numb than how Izzy describes heroin being. | had lost myself over the years. | had turned 


into Ryan's wife and Cameron's mother. | forgot so many things about myself. Forgot everything | loved. 


But Izzy was bringing it all back, one smile, one kiss, one embrace at a time. | would have never believed that 
that first day as | watched him through the bus window scoring drugs, that | could feel so strongly about him. 
It didn't even seem like an issue to me that he did drugs. It didn't matter to me that he moonlighted as a 
common drug dealing thug. | didn't care that he was some huge rock star. When he was with me he was just 


Izzy. 


| have to give it to Izzy. He was really really good at not letting fame change him from his humbled beginnings. 
Izzy just didn't see himself as a rock star. To him he was just some random guy who liked to play the guitar 
and write songs. Don't get me wrong, he appreciated the fact that there were millions of fans who loved him. 
It was their demands that he couldn't seem to deal with. When fans approached Izzy for pictures or 
autographs he would freeze up. He wouldn't know what to say to them. It was as if he got instant onset stage 
fright. He hated being asked questions and rarely answered any if he could keep from it. He had already shared 
with me his grand philosophy of learning through watching. 


There was so very little about Izzy to even suggest that he was a rock star. He came off as a normal guy, 
strangely dressed, but normal. Izzy never threw on heirs like Axl. He didn't see himself as some guitar god like 
Slash did. Duff, like Izzy, was pretty down to earth, however Duff embraced his rock star life with a sloppy 
French kiss. Izzy did not. The only thing about being a rock star that appealed to Izzy was playing for the fans. 
Though he rarely left the 4x4 square of his personal space to venture around the stage the was Axl, Slash, 
and Duff did. Izzy just played. He didn't try to draw attention He didn't get the crowds pumped up. He was just 
there to play. 


There wasn't a single vain bone in Izzy's body. Izzy didn't brag about himself as if he were his number one fan 
He didn't show off wanting attention. Izzy pulled off being one of the coolest rock stars on the planet simply 
because he didn't indulge himself as one. He defied every law known to rock. And fans loved him for being the 


aloof, mundane, shy loner. The way he avoided it all made him so cool. 


But don't mistake Izzy's cool, shy, reclusive mannerisms as a sign of weakness. Izzy's not one to be walked 
over. Izzy voices his opinion and believe it or not, Izzy is quite opinionated When you take him out of the 
spotlight and away from a tour bus, his inner being comes alive. At least it comes out more dominate than the 


tiny degree of rock star that lingers in him. 


Axl was constantly trying to drag Izzy from his unsocial shell. The two of them fought like they were still in 
high school. Physically, one would be inclined to believe that Axl could most likely beat the shit out of Izzy. 
Don't be fooled, Izzy is stronger than he looks. Plus he calculates Axls every move. He had a way of crawling 
right into Axl's mind. No one had the power over Axl that Izzy did. Izzy alone possessed the ability to turn 
raging Axl into a crying infant. 


When Izzy was selling dope he had all the power at his fingertips. As he had said, "he who controls the 

smack..". Izzy finally tells me that it's the Hell's Angels that he sells dope for. Now | understand his comment 
of not being able to play guitar for six months if he ever tried to stop selling drugs. No matter what city he 
goes to, when he needs to re-up he makes but one phone call, and it magically appears. | shutter to even try 


to imagine how much money he made on the side slinging dope. He certainly moved a lot of it. 


All of this being said, perhaps now you can see why the only word | can come up with to describe Izzy Stradlin 
is an enigma. Webster's Dictionary defines the word as, ‘inexplicable, puzzling, or contradictory character: The 
more I'm around him the easier it is to accept this fact. | also know there is no changing Izzy. He is actually 
quite stubborn when he makes his mind up on something. You can debate it all you want, nothing sways Izzy's 


decisions. 


Then there's the side of Izzy that | and | alone got to see. When Izzy gets excited he's just like a little kid on 
Christmas morning. He had an acute love for the great outdoors. He loved all of his adrenaline packed hobbies. 
He was remarkably sweet to me. He was affectionate beyond belief. He always made me feel like the most 
desirable woman on earth. | can see how any woman would fall prey to him, | was, now that | had taken the 


time to get to know him. 


Knock Em Dead Kid 


KNOCK EM DEAD KID 

Rumors began circling that Izzy and | were together. Axl hated this. Izzy tells me that Axl hates any girlfriend 
he has and to think nothing of it. However, Izzy never planned for Axl to make comments in the press about 
us. 

This was a death sentence to us. The word spread like wildfire. In two days there were pictures of us together 
surfacing all over MTV. | knew it would just be a matter of time before Ryan was questioning me about it in 
our nightly phone calls. 

He was already suspicious as to why | had been gone for almost a month and still wasn't any closer to leaving. 
The smell of fish was in the air l'm sure. Honestly, | just don't care anymore! was happy with Izzy. | was in no 


hurry to finish my assignment and leave him. 


But to our surprise when Izzy and | went to board the bus after a show in Oklahoma City, Ryan is standing 


there waiting. He is holding Cameron's hand. Cameron sees me and comes alive. 


"Mama!" He yells and runs excitedly for me. He leaps into my outstretched arms as my eyes never for a 


second leave Ryan's. | can see Ryan looking Izzy over, sizing him up if you will. 


Izzy, always silent, just sizes him right back up. He tries to be cordial to Cameron. "You must be Cameron 


man..your mom tells me you're into music.” 

Cameron looks to Izzy with a big front toothless grin and nods. 

"Cool," Izzy smiles, "I've got a guitar on the bus..you like guitar?" 

Cameron nods with interest. 

"Well if it's cool with your mom and dad I'll take you on and we can jam." Izzy's stare looks to me. He softly 
nods. | know he's urging me to come clean with Ryan. He's attempting to give me the space and the privacy to 


do so. 


"I think that would be a good Idea," | say sitting Cam down. "Cam honey, you go with Izzy and he will play some 
guitar for you, ok?" 


Cameron nods as he takes Izzy's outstretched hand. The two of them made their way to the bus as Ryan 


glared Izzy down. Izzy turned to Ryan and spoke softly under his breath so Cameron couldn't hear. 


‘Im just a few feet away should you decide to fucking touch her." 


"What the fuck could you do you little junkie bitch?" Ryan fumes at him. 


A sideways snarl comes to Izzy's lips, "Bet | have more friends here than you do..so like | said bitch.'m just a 
few feet away." Then Izzy disappeared onto the bus with Cameron 


| sigh and approach Ryan 

"So that's the fucking guy?" He asks me in a high pitch. 

"That's Izzy," | nod. 

"That's not even a real fucking name," Ryan smarts off. 

"No worse than all your bimbo's and their stripper names!" | snap back. 

"Go get your shit, you're coming home!" He demands me in a raging voice. The voice that normally brings me 
to submission. The voice | have come to hate. | cringe at the sound of it. I've become accustom to the 
softness of Izzy's calm relaxed tone. 

| sigh, "No," | shake my head. 

"No?" He looks at me like l'm retarded. "What the fuck do you mean no?" 

"It means l'm not coming home Ryan," | fold my arms across my chest and look to the ground. 

"You fucking serious?! You're actually leaving me for some junkie?" 


"He also happens to be a musician" 


"Oh right.junkie fucking rock star," Ryan huffs and stares me down. | know this look in his eyes. This was the 
look | got before being hit upside the head. 


My eyes nervously look up to the bus window, praying Izzy is watching and saves me when Ryan decides to 
make his move. Then like magic the enigma that is Izzy appeared coming down off the steps of the bus. 


"Hey bro, you should probably head on out, long fucking way back to New York," He says as she slides his arm 
around my shoulder and locks his stare with Ryan's. I've never seen Izzy act so cocky before. It sort of turns 
me on 


"lm keeping Cam with me," | say, suddenly feeling much braver with Izzy's arm around me. 


"Are you out of your fucking mind? You think I'm letting my son travel the country on a bus with you and 


your junkie rocker?!" 

By now he's lunging forward. But Izzy calculates things. Izzy saw him lunge before Ryan even knew he himself 
was gonna do it. And Izzy was ready. His right hand clamped over Ryan's throat and clamped it with his 
guitarists embrace. He moved away from me and quickly began pushing Ryan back from us. 


"Back the fuck off bitch," Izzy hisses through clenched teeth seething with rage. 


Before Ryan can respond Izzy's bodyguard is breaking things up. It takes a moment for him to subdue Ryan In 


this time Izzy urges me onto the bus to tend to Cameron. | quickly scamper away. 
"Who's the junkie now bitch?" Izzy asks as he unleashes his fist into the left side of Ryan's jaw. 
"Fuck you," Ryan says barely phased by Izzy's punch. 


So since Izzy obviously didn't have brute force on his side, he reverted to words. "| fucked your wife this 


morning," Izzy smirks. "Much better than you do according to what she says," his smile gets even broader. 
"What the fuck is she to you? You'll just abandon her as somewhere when you get bored." 


"You don't know a goddamn thing about me that isn't from some fucking magazine! Hello! Newsflash! They're all 


bullshit!" 

"You think | trust you around my son?" Ryan rages. 

"Don't you trust Angie to protect him? Do you think she would put him in a dangerous situation?" 
Even Ryan couldn't help but go calm from the radiant force of Izzy's always calm tone. 


"You may be the fucking rock star with your fucking security but one day..it's just you and me." Ryan intended 
to make good a threat like that. 


"Maybe so..but not tonight. Tonight you're getting on a plane back to New York. I'm getting on that bus with 
your wife and kid and we're going to keep on rolling.” Izzy motions to the bus. "Angie's leaving you. Be a man 


and just accept it," 


Dust and Bones 


DUST AND BONES 


| sat with a humbled smile on my face as | watched Izzy playing guitar with Cameron. Izzy's ever calm tone 


was even calmer than normal. 

"See what you do is pluck that string and it goes waaaawaaaa," he plunks the cord. 

Cameron took right to Izzy. But | could see why he would. | didn't see how anyone could dislike Izzy. | was a bit 
surprised to see that Izzy was so good with kids. He seemed ever aware of his presence and accommodated 
for it. He drank his whiskey on the sly as well as everything else. He had already given him one of his beat up 


guitars to show him some chords. 


The smile that radiated from Izzy's face was so glowing and genuine when he smiled at Cameron. Izzy seemed 


to really like him too. 

"You're gonna be a great dad someday," | smile at him. 

His eyes dart up to mine suddenly. The furrow brow is back. his eyes are swirling with thoughts too deep to 
place. His lips part as if he's about to say something but falls short. He has stopped playing. his eyes fall back 
down to his guitar in his lap. He strikes a few more chords. 

What was with that? Did he not think he would make a good dad? Or was he already a dad with a kid tucked 
away somewhere? | could see that being a believable reality. He just wanted to tell me something. Why didn't 


he? 


Then his playing stops with a sigh. "I can't have kids," he says with a shrug, unable to look at me. "l.l caught 


this thing..from a chick one time..it made me sterile." 
"You mean like a STD?" | ask sounding shocked I'm sure. 


His eyes never leave his guitar as he slightly nods, "But not a bad one..and it's all long gone." He assures me. | 


can see how uncomfortable he is talking to me about this. 
"Oh. sorry Izzy," Is all | know to say. 

"Yeah," he nods trying to suck it up. 

My mind cant help but replay the conversation where he had told me he wanted kids someday. Unfortunately 


someday would never come for Izzy. | also surmise that when he asked if | was on the pill or if he should pull 


out that that was just habit out of pretense. By the look on his face | can see that this is a real 


disappointment for him. 

"My last girlfriend left me because | couldn't." he mumbles. "Axl's advice was to date chicks with kids... 
"And how is that working out for you?" | curiously ask 

Izzy glances to Cameron and nods. "It makes me sad.makes me feel stupid..This thing could have been 
prevented.| just went so long before | got it fixed by a doctor.Just the price | have to pay for being young 
and dumb and full of come." 

| just don't know what to say to him. He reaches over to Cameron's guitar and adjusts a knob. "Now.kind of 
slide your finger down the string.like this," he says showing him. Cameron mimics Izzy's motion. "Hey that's 


pretty good," Izzy smiles. 


They carry on a few more minute before Izzy looks back to me. "I'm glad you think I'd be a good dad.and that 


you let someone like me be around your kid." 
"Someore like you?" | ask. 


He slightly rolls his eyes as as he makes an injection charade over his arm. "You know..that and the second job 


and all." 

| guess it wasn't really registering to me. | wouldn't have let Cameron 50 feet near any of this a month ago. 
Now | looked beyond all of those things when | looked at Izzy. | guess | probably should have kept it in mind. It 
was easy to forget when | was sitting here like this with the two of them. 


"You don't let that shit define you," | reply, "and when it does..l'll tell you.” 


He gives me a faint smile and a nod. "Ok," he smiles at Cameron, "now try this." 


Looks That Kil 


LOOKS THAT KILL 

"Mama?" Cameron asked as we watched the guys rehearsing at sound check 

"Yeah baby?" | ask adverting my attention away to Izzy and over to Cameron 

His eyes are fixed on Izzy as well. "Why do you and Izzy kiss all the time.like you and daddy kiss?" 


My jaw slightly drops at his sudden question. "Well honey..because me and daddy aren't going to be living 
Together anymore." 


"So you and Izzy are? But what about daddy? Where is daddy gonna live?" He asks me with the mind of a 


confused six year old. 


"Daddy is gonna stay in New York.and you and me are going to stay with Izzy," | answer unsure how he wil 


take it. 

"Does that mean Izzy's my dad now?" He looks out at Izzy again with concerned eyes. 

"No..no of course not..daddy will always be your daddy,” | shake my head. 

"Then what is Izzy?" He asks rather confused. 

"Izzy is.." God what could | say? Izzy and | hadn't thrown a label onto what exactly we were. We were just 
following some connection to see where it went. Maybe | was his girlfriend? | guess that was all | could tell 


Cameron "Izzy's mama's boyfriend” 


"But how can Izzy be your boyfriend if you're married to daddy?" He innocently looks back up at me. The look 


on his little face breaks my soul. 
"Daddy and | aren't going to stay married." 


"So you're gonna marry Izzy?" His questions are so simple for him and so very hard for me to answer. In this 


moment | fully understand why Izzy hates interviews. 
"| don't know baby..but I'm not right away." 
"Where does Izzy live?" Cameron directs his attention back out to Izzy. 


| remember the morning after | slept with Izzy for the first time that he joked about how he was a homeless 


millionaire. Izzy didn't even have a residence. Izzy lived on tour buses and in hotels. "Izzy lives in California," | 


throw out an answer to appease my son. 
"So we're moving to California?" 


| stand there and stare at him. What did | tell him? We are going to tour the us with a rock band for god 
knows how long. When the tour ends Izzy will buy a house somewhere. He might be there a few months before 
he's gone again. Maybe we stay behind, maybe we travel with him? What kind of life was this? How could | 


raise Cameron in such a rootless existence? 


Had | honestly been so thrown into the spoils of Izzy that | hadn't taken into account anything? | gave no 
concern to leaving Ryan. | didn't even let my son's future factor into my selfishness. Izzy had me under some 
sort of spell. | loved being with him. | loved every second in his company. | may have very well have been in 


love with him. But what was the price that came with loving Izzy? 


Did | want my son growing up in a rock and roll environment? Did | want him having sex and doing drugs with 
roadies by the time he was 13? | didn't see how | could keep him away from things like that in places like these. 
So what was | to do? Live in Izzy's rock star mansion somewhere with him gone about nine months out of the 
year? That wasn't what | wanted. None of this was what | wanted. | just wanted Izzy. | didn't want his rock star 
fame. | didn't want him to always be gone. | didn't want women throwing themselves at him all the time with 


me not around. 


My eyes wander out onto the stage. Izzy stands there with his cigarette dangling from his lips as his eyes 
scan his playing. Izzy is a rock star, no matter how much he tries not to be one. But there is so so much 
more to Izzy than just this. Unfortunately this is what consumes him. Even he said it was hard to maintain 


relationships when you're a rock star. Dear God what have | been thinking? 


Don't Cry 


DON'T CRY 


We were at a hotel in Chicago for the next three nights while we played surrounding cities. It was stifling hot. 
For this to be called the windy city there wasn't a breeze to be had. | was thankful to be away from the 


venue and back to the hotel and some much needed air conditioning. 


Izzy pay the difference and got us a connected room for Cameron. He was so so good with Cameron. After 
doing an hour and a half show, coming off stage to groupies and fans, riding for 2 hours back to the hotel, 
Izzy still made the time to play some guitar with Cameron, and lay next to him in his bed chatting about dogs 
until Cameron fell fast asleep. Izzy never seemed to be too busy or too tired for Cameron. | don't know if it 
was drugs or sheer happiness that allowed him to do it. Yeah Izzy did A LOT of drugs, but since Cameron 
showed up Izzy seems happier. Like some void in him is being filled. It melted my heart to see them together. 


Yet | knew, deep down, that no matter how wonderful Izzy was with Cam, or no matter how happy he seemed 
to make him, Izzy was not good for my son. His lifestyle wasn't suitable for Cameron or Cameron's needs. How 
would things be when school started again? | was torn, ripped, shredded into a thousand tiny floating pieces. 


The balance on my scales kept shifting out of control. In favor, out of favor, yea, nay..| was lost. 

| knew Izzy and | needed to talk. But how do | look at him and tell him that things between us would just never 
work out? Cameron needed a stability that Izzy couldn't provide. Izzy lived a rootless existence. Izzy was a drug 
dealer and a drug addict along with being a famous rock star. No matter how great he was with Cam, it was 


still never going to be enough or make it right. 


I'm distracted by Izzy's arms softly coming around my waist and his lips tenderly touching the nape of my 


neck. 
‘Mmmm.litte man's asleep," his voice hints his point quite well. Damn that voice of his. 


| draw in a sigh. It's louder than | meant for it to come out. | instantly feel Izzy turning me around to face him. 


He's looking into my eyes with those crunched up eyebrows. 
"Hey, what's wrong?" He asks me. 
My eyes flutter away. 


"Ange..what is it?" He asks again. | can see his thoughts going erratic trying to figure out what could possibly 
be wrong. His hands grip at my arms gently. "Baby what's wrong?" His eyes attempt locking with mine again 


| slowly shake my head. "Izzy.." What do | say? How do | even say it? "How..Um..Cam goes to school..how can. 
mean the tour.." 


Izzy shrugs as if he has already thought everything out. Maybe he had. Who was | to question what he was 
always thinking about? "Baby I'll get Cam a tutor.he'll probably graduate before he's even supposed to that 


way. 


Ok, I'm a little shocked. It seemed like a fairly feasible solution Obviously Izzy had put thought into the matter. 
But that wasn't the only issue at hand here. 


"But Izzy..you don't even have a house.” | meekly say. 
"Baby all you have to do is say where..Anywhere in the world. Where do you wanna live baby just tell me.?" 
"L.l." | didn't have a clue. New York had always been home. | had never thought of living anywhere else. 


However | didn't want to even be in the same state as Ryan. But still, there was more. "Izzy..what about 
Christmas’, Easter, Halloween.” 


‘lm always off on holidays baby." He's starting to look exasperated. He notices that | keep coming up with 


more doubts. 
"But the drugs." | utter. 


Izzy is silent. He has no answer for me. There is no easy solution apparently. I'm guessing he hadn't thought 
this one through. His head drops to the floor shaking. "I can't," he faintly whispers. | can see tears rolling down 
his cheeks. | can see the desperation, the regret, the pain, and the fear in his eyes. 


"That's one of the many reasons this will never work out," | say choking up at the sight of his tears. 
"Are you leaving me?" He sniffles. 
| feel the tears on my cheeks now. | just needed to say yes. But | couldn't get it out. 


"Angie baby..please.please don't fucking leave me. I'm so in love with you..and Cam.l'd ask you to marry me if 
you weren't already. | fucking love you and | don't wanna live without you." His expression is so pleading, 


desperate, and worried. 


‘Izzy please don't cry..please don't do this. You yourself told me that relationships never work out for you. If it 
was only me | would go to the ends of the earth with you..but it's not just me. | have to think about Cam 
too..above myself and what | want. Can you understand that?" 


More tears come as Izzy softly nods. He wipes his nose and looks away into blank space. "Angie if | quit slinging 
dope I'm probably as good as dead. These guys don't care if I'm a rock star. They don't care if | wanna quit. 
They won't accept some huge pay off so | can get out, I've fucking tried. can't Ange..God knows | want to..but | 
fucking cant" 


| shrug and wipe my tears, "| can't either." 


Without You 


WITHOUT YOU 


Denver Colorado is where we were when Izzy put me on a plane back to New York. But | was not returning to 
Ryan Izzy gave me a few grand to get on my feet with Cam. | tried not to accept it but he gave me no 


choice. 


| can see his heart breaking before my eyes, mine is too. Izzy sems extra sedated today. | can excuse his 
extra dosage given the circumstance. | worried about how he would be once | left. | didn't doubt his feelings for 


me and Cam. | was afraid that leaving was gonna be bad for his habit. 


Izzy does his best to put on a brave face for Cameron, but | can see him crumbling. Occasionally his voice is 
cracking and | know he's choking back tears. He begged me not to leave for days. And for days | wanted to 
listen. | wanted to stay. | wanted to be his. Cameron was the only thing holding me back. 


Izzy worried that Ryan would track me down and hurt me. | however didn't think it would come to that. Izzy 
offered in a half joking, half serious manner to have somebody take out his knee caps for me. | didn't at all 


doubt that this was something Izzy could have done. | told him it wasn't necessary. 


| never got the first release form signed by any of the guys in the band except Izzy. | was probably going to 
lose my job. That is unless | could come up with a couple thousand words of drabble to convince my publisher 


that | had done my job. | had no quotes | could use except Izzy's. | really had no clue what | was going to do. 
To my surprise Izzy told me to print whatever | chose to print about him. He just didn't care anymore about 
keeping his secrets. It was too hard to keep doing. Of course | would never mention his second job because | 
didn't want to get him killed. | honestly think Izzy's pain kind of hoped | would. Still, | had no clue what to make 


this article be about. So much for my first writing assignment with Rolling Stone. 


"What can | do to change your mind?" Izzy asks with choked up words. His eyes are hiding behind sunglasses 
today. | know there's tears there. 


"Izzy," | sigh, "You know | have to do this for Cameron" 


He looks down and slowly nods understandingly. "What if | wasn't a junkie? Or a rock star? Would it..could it be 
different then?" 


"l'm sure it probably would be..but..” 


| know," he cuts me off and chews at his fingernails. "Cam is a great kid darlin. | think he's got one hell of a 


smart mom too. | sure as hell wouldn't want to build a life with someone like me either.” 


"Izzy," | sigh, hating to hear him say such things. 

Its true honey..fucking look at me.l'm a train wreck My whole life is out of balance. My whole world is like an 
upside down circus. Its ok Ange..| really do understand why you're leaving me. You should.no matter how | 
feel.it's the best thing for Cam." 


| just nod. 


"I'm sorry though," he says, "sorry for all the stupid choices I've made..this fucked up life I've created. All I've 


managed to do is trap myself into shit that's gonna put me in an early grave." 


| hope you find a way to change all that Izzy. | really don't want to write an obituary for you. | want to see 
you be happy. | want you to enjoy your life." 


‘| was..with you," he softly utters. 
‘lm so sorry Izzy," | say as a tear escapes my eye. "I do love you.! do.never forget that." 


Izzy reaches up to wipe a tear from my cheek. "You'll never understand how much you meant to me baby. 


You were my one foot in a normal life..You were my sanity.my reasoning.my everything." 

"I'm so sorry," | continue to let the tears fall. 

Izzy pulls me into his warm loving embrace. "I'm sorry | fucked it all up Ange.'d give anything to be what you 
and Cam need.But | can't..you know it.and deep down | do too. | wish | had some time you know..time to maybe 
sort shit out, turn it around..out | know you and Cam can't wait until | get my shit together. I'm always gonna 


be sorry for this darlin. | just pray you don't hate me." 


"Never," | shake my head. And it was true. He would forever be in my heart. 


NOTE: this is not the end yet, more coming soon 


Breakdown 


BREAKDOWN 


Izzy's POV 


Smack was all that | had left now without Angie and Cameron. | had set free the dragon | chased and went 
straight to the core of my addiction | was shooting it on a regular now. | was just not able to cope with the 
pain of losing them. | fucking hated myself and felt like a failure. | felt worse than | had when my last girlfriend 
left me for someone who could have kids. | felt useless and worthless then, this couldn't touch that. | felt 
damaged and broken. | felt hopeless and insignificant. 


| sat backstage in some after show meet and greet surrounded by sheer madness. However | was so loaded | 
had managed to make it serene and quiet to me. Nothing surrounding me even registered. | just sat there, 
unnoticed with an acoustic guitar in my lap. No one could hear me and | was lucky to hear myself. Maybe | 
just knew how it was supposed to sound and couldn't hear it at all. | didn't care either way. 


My clumsy fingers strike across the strings of my guitar. | repeat it a few times. Then | draw my breath in 
and let my overly medicated words trickle out. If anyone was listening they wouldn't have even understood me. 


It probably was coming out in another language, the language of heroin and Jack Dariels. 
"Shed a tear cuz l'm missin’ you.." 


Damnit. | had had an entire song in my head when | came offstage. Then | shot up so much | would be null and 
void. Now | can't remember the next line | had come up with. Some groupie chick came up to me and tried to 


engage me in conversation. | didn't even look at her. | just ignored her completely until she got the hint and left. 


Sex was the LAST thing on my mind. 


Before this powerful dose of smack my thoughts had been on Angie and Cam. | hoped they were settling in 
nicely to their new place in New York. | pray she hadn't returned to Ryan | hoped she didn't lose her job 
because of me. | just wanted her to be ok.to be happy. | wish it was me who could bring that to her. 


Regret encompassed me and swallowed me whole. | had so so many regrets. | regret being sucked into the 
world of being a dealer. It started out just to be temporary, til the band started making cash. Soon | was 
making enough cash to survive and take care of the guys. Selling dope opened the door for me to try it. 
Perhaps this is my biggest regret of all. | hated being a junkie. | can't even remember what kind of person | 
was before smack. | regret the band's overwhelming success. | never wanted all this over-inflated bullshit. | 
regret that | cant fall in love and have a family. In my gut | know the only family | can have is this band. | 
don't even feel like I'm a part of it anymore. I'm simply just here, running on autopilot with basic life support 


systems. 


| long for so much more than this. None of this was what | thought it would be. | miss simplicity. | miss being 
able to be free to go wherever | wanted without being swarmed by crazed fans. | wish my family would have 
more to do with me. | can completely understand though, to them I'm just Jeff.Jeff who was now a drug 


addict. 


| sigh and let my eyes fall back on the guitar. | try to strum a few more notes. Its no use. I'm too high to 


even play. | can't think straight. | grab the bottle of whiskey next to me and turn it up. 
"So reporter chick dumped ya huh?" A voice asks. 


"I look up to see Nikki looking at me with a smirk. Funny how other people's woes brought a smile to this 


sadistic mother fucker's face. 
"Not now Sixx," | weakly get out: 


| was gonna see if maybe you wanted to come hang out with me and Tommy. You look like you could use some 


cheering up." 
‘Im fine," | say and let my lazy eyes go back to my guitar. 


"No sense in moping bro. You never stood a chance with her type. Us guys belong with actresses, dancers, 


singers, porn stars, groupies, and dope whores." He shrug. 

I'd rather be alone," | mutter. Wait! That was another line to that song | was trying to write. 

"Be patient Iz.it takes years to get used to this shit." Nikki motions around the room. 

"Maybe | can't get used to this shit," | say still fixated on the guitar | wasn't even touching. 

"Maybe not. Maybe you should go back to dealing..you seem pretty good at that." 

If | weren't so smacked out | would take this Jack Daniel's bottle and smash it across his head. But that would 
be a waste of a perfectly good bottle of booze. "You need to get straight? Or are you just having a fucking 
friendly moment?" | ask rather rudely..well as rudely as | can manage right now. 


Nikki smirks, "I'll take a few grams if you've got it" 


| reach into my pocket and pull out two folded up pieces of wax paper squares. | toss them at him. "Go now," | 


say. | don't even give a shit if he pays for it. | just want to wallow in my numbress. 


On With The Show 


ON WITH THE SHOW 
Axl's POV 


| fucking knew Izzy should have stayed away from that damn reporter. She was fucking married with a kid. 
Yeah | told him to date chicks with kids, but | had intended unmarried ones. Izzy never does go for trashy girls. 
He likes them respectable. When he was drunk and high was the only time Izzy would ever do groupies. Believe 
me, getting laid for the guy wasnt a problem. 


Izzy is too damn sweet and romantic for one night stands. Izzy belongs in a relationship. He has a monogamous 
personality. In some former life | think Izzy was a birdor a whale or some shit. Some species that mated for 


life. lzzy wanted forever. 


Izzy wanted that suburb life. He hated all the attention we got! know him well enough to know how unhappy he 
is. | know thats why he's a junkie. He's trying to fill the void in his life. He thought music would do it. It had 
before we got huge. Then Izzy finds out he can't have kids and it actually devestated him. Even at 23 years old 


it crushed him because his soul was made to be a family man, 


That had always been obvious to me. Izzy actually raised his little brother. His mom was always a depressed 
basket case and couldn't, so Izzy took up her slack. Even now, Izzy tends to sign more autographs for the kids. 


He opens up around kids. 


Since Angie has left Izzy is just locked up in his shell. He's shooting up his smack again. | saw the bruises the 
other day when | opened his shower door to ask a serious question. | don't think he has spoken a dozen words 


since she left. When he plays a show he's not even there, he's stuck in his own head. 


Izzy's head is a place few ever get to go. I've been on only a few occasions, and I've known Iz for IO years. He's 
my best friend and the only person who gets me. Izzy's the only one who can ever talk some sense into me. 
He's the only one to bring me down from a manic rant. | fucking love Izzy. He's my best friend, my brother, 


my band mate. 
| worry Izzy is going to overdose or kill himself. He strikes me as the type. Hell | strike me as the type. 


After she left him | managed to get a reason why out of him. He looked to me and shrugged, "Junkie rock 
star..no stability for Cameron.and.l'm still slinging." And that was the dozen words he had said since Angie left. 


Now of course Izzy and | got into a pretty good fight after he revealed to me that he never quit selling drugs, 
but he never uttered a word. We fought like hell. | think he was using it as a vent for the pain and anger he 
felt over Angie. Izzy usually wasn't this brutal. He gave me a bruised cheek bone. But | gave him a black eye. 


Somewhere in the middle of it all Izzy just breaks down crying. He got off me and tumbled into a fetal position 
with his back to me, bawling like a baby. | didn't even know how to comfort him. But he knew how. He crawled 
to his dope and cooked himself up a shot. | begged him not to, but | may as well have been invisible. 


He nodded out before he even injected it all. Its a damn good thing because he had the needle full, IO cc's. It 
would have killed him. | went over to him slumped between the wall and side of the bed. | pulled the needle 


from his arm and made sure he wasn't dead. 


Instinctively | wanna take his dope and trash it. But with knowing he's still selling for the Hell's Angels, | know it 
would be just have to be paid for out of Izzy's pocket and they would replace it. | can't believe he's been lying 
to me for two years. | guess | understood because | did know that no one quit selling for them, once in, in for 


life. Izzy had lied to me and told me he bought his way out. 


I'm really worried about Iz. I've never seen him like this before. He's always been distant, shy, and quiet for the 
most part, but this was different. It felt like he wasn't even here. | could see him drifting away. | could see he 


was locked in his own head. Maybe | should have him committed. 


Get In The Ring 


Get In The Ring 

An orgy is what | saw as | stepped on the top step of the bus. All of them had two girls each, all wrapped up 
in the throws of pleasure. Two girls sat just a few feet away. They look to me with hungry eyes. Im well 
aware what the look means. 

"Hey Iz," | hear Axl call out. "Its a gift from the Crue..get in here." 

| feel myself frown. Knowing Nikki's sick ass he probably made sure these chicks had some sort of STD before 
sending them to us. Nikki had a twisted sense of humor and that sort of thing is something he would find 
funny. That sick fuck. 

| just shake my head no softly and back down the steps. | exit the bus entrance and reach into the inside 
pocket of my jacket. | pull out my flask of whiskey and chug it. God | missed Angie. | would give anything to 
hear from her. 

Just then | see Nikki approaching with a smile of delight. 

"Done already?" He smirked at me. 


"Like | would stick my dick in anything you hand selected," | roll my eyes as | screw the lid back on my flask. 


"What? You saying | have bad taste in women? What's wrong with them? | thought they were all pretty 
fucking hot." 


| look away trying to ignore him. 


"What? Should | have given one a tape recorder and glasses?" He chuckled, "would that be closer to reporter 
chick?" 


| only sigh and roll my eyes again. 

"Dude.she was just some average reporter chick.Get over it, move on bro." Nikki sighed as he pulled the bottle 
of Jack in his hands to his mouth. His eyes studied me. | couldn't really tell what the fucker was thinking about. 
"You wanna go get high?" He finally shrugged. 


"Lam high," | frown. 


"No..not just high..Nikki Sixx high," he smirks at me. 


Ok, so now my curiosity is sparked? Was it possible to get any higher without overdosing? Fine, I'll bite, "What's 
Nikki Sixx high?" | ask him. 


That signature smirk of his comes over his face. "Come on Stradlin," he smiles as he turns to lead me away. 
He leads me onto their bus. The smell of stale pussy hits my face the second the doors seals are broken Its 
enough to daze me for a second. | step onto the bus and get my explaination of why the pussy smell is so 


potent. The roof of their bus is covered in chicks underwear. Real classy guys. 


So | try to breath mostly through my mouth as Sixx begins scrounging through shit, bringing out what 


appears to be coke and heroin. 
"You ever mixed them before?" Nikki asks me. 


"Everyday," | shrug as if it's no big deal. But then | notice that he's cooking up a shot with equal parts of them 
both. | had never done that before. "Whats the point?" | ask him. He just lets out an evil chuckle. 


| sigh and roll up my sleeve thinking fuck it. What could happen, right? 

Wrong. 

The mixture of the drugs with all the smack and booze already in my system just overloaded me. | guess | 
took too much. | began sweating. It was almost impossible for me to catch my breath. My chest ached. My 
head felt as if | would explode. 

"Hey Iz.uh..you ok?" Is the last thing | remember Nikki saying to me. 

The next thing | recall is white. White walls, white shades, white sheets. A faint beep beep beep sound is to my 
left. | run my hand over my face and feel a tube running to my nose. Tubing is attached to my arm. A needle 


is under my skin. A hospital. I'm in a hospital. 


My eyes soon meet the pissed off stare of one Axl Rose. You know how | can tell he's pissed? He's so pissed 


he's speechless. l'm not entirely ungrateful for this. However | know the silence won't last long. 
"Izzy," A sigh eventually comes from him. 


| can tell he's still searching for just the right words to say to me. | know it will be something cold and spiteful. 
Something to make me feel like even a bigger pile of dog shit than | already do. 


"Man.you gotta get your shit together or..or you gotta go," Axl says. 


"What?" | ask in shock. Axl is threatening to throw me out of the band? Our band? | never thought | would 
hear him say some fucked up shit like this. 


‘lm serious lz. You are fucking up everything for everyone because you fell in love with some Rolling Stone 


reporter. Newsflash Iz.she left you! She left you because you're a fucking junkie" 


Axl's words stung. He had never just outright called me a junkie before. It sort of hurt that he saw me that 


way. 


"When did it happen l2? When did the fucking dope become more important than the band? For fuck sake you 
can't even break free from selling the shit. Are you going to just be a dealer until the day you fucking die?" 


"I only sold it because you were too much of a pussy to live on the streets like me. Always the fucking 
primadonna. | didn't hear you complain one fucking time when | was paying rent and buying you fucking Jack In 
The Box every goddamn night!" | try to get loud but my voice is hoarse. 


"And what the fuck possessed you to let Nikki fucking Sixx stick a needle in you? You yourself said he was the 


sickest fuck you had ever met in your life." 


"Since when do you all of the sudden give a fuck? Is it because you know your fucking song writing is shit?" | 


seethe. 
"Fuck you you goddamn junkie! What the fuck have you wrote lately!" 


| sigh and stare up at the ceiling as a tear rolls from the corner of my eye. "I'm fucking done man.. can't do 


this shit anymore. You are killing me with this band. I'm out Ax.l'm fucking out." 


A Rat Like Me 


A Rat Like Me 
Izzy's POV 


| awoke the next morning thinking clearer than | ever recall feeling in my lifetime. A clarity had swept me 
leaving me unburdened and free. | had never felt more content or at peace. Nothing loomed over my head. | 


wasn't stuck into mud up to my ankles. Finally | was free. | was just Jeff Isbell again 


Of course my freedom came at a price. | w only allowed to receive royalties on the fucking songs | wrote for a 
mere five years. Nor did | have any right to ever perform my songs. They were the property of Guns N 
Roses. And Guns N Roses was quickly becoming the property of one Axl Rose. 


Also | was still under contract with Geffen to make music. This meant | had to go solo. | didn't have a clue how. 
Wasn't so sure | even wanted to. Music wasn't what | though it would be. | felt like a king in those clubs, now | 

just felt fake. It was too much, too big, too fast. | just wanted a break, a very well deserved one | might add. | 

had payed the dues of ten men. 


| wanna travel the world and see |l the things | never got to see just passing through. | wanted adventure] 
sought knowledge. | had earned the right and then some. But | didn't wish to travel alone. | wanted Angie at my 
side. 


| was sober. | left GNR. | could be the man she and Cam needed now. | knew | could be. If only she wold still 
have me, give me a shot, just one fucking chance. | was hopelessly and romantically in love with her. She made 
me want to change. | just wanted to be the man she could love and trust. And | fucking loved having Cam 


around. He was like a substitute son since one of my own was out of the question. 


Surprisingly the withdrawal isn't even bad. I'm not even caving for dope. l'm craving for Angie. Her love is more 
important than anything I've been drowning myself in. Angie fills this void in me. | love her. | need her and only 


her. | had to find a way to get her back. | just had to. 
It wasn't going to be easy. She was going to doubt me. | couldn't blame her. It's hard to forget when you were 


once a junkie. But Angie loved me. | know she fucking loved me. If i would have got my shit together soon she 
would still be here at my side. | had o get her back. | just couldn't face this shit alone. Angie was my reason, 


my sanity. 
My thoughts are interrupted by Slash at the door. | see his wild hsir poke through the door. 
"Feelin ok Izzzy?" He asks coming into the room further. 


"Never felt better man," | answer. 


He looks down, "Cuz yoi quit the band..or because you're sober?" 

"Both..and then some." | smile thinking of Angie. 

"What are we gonna do without you lz?" He skeptically asks sitting on the end of my bed. 
| shrug, "You'll carry on.just not with me." 

"Come on Iz..you're the best songwriter and you know it" 

"You guys will do just fine without me." 

Slash sighed, "| hope that reporter is worth it." 


| smile shyly, "She is," | nod. "I know she is. She taught me so much about myself in such a short time. I'm so 
in love with her Bro." 


Slash nods and forces a smile to his face, "Congratulations |z.| hope you find happiness." 

"| will" | assure, "I just gotta get out of this damn hospital first. 

‘Soon man.you gotta build your strength up, you did almost fucking die from the Sixx cocktail.” 
"Oh | remember quite well," | roll my eyes. "| swear to god | don't know how he's still alive." 
"He had to have been a cat in another life..ya know, nine lives." Slash smirked. 


"Even a cats luck runs out eventually," | note. 


Since | Dont Have You 


Since | don't Have You 
Izzy's POV 


I'm out of the hospital. I'm out of Guns N Roses. Axl was quite unhappy about that. He slandered me in the 
press and on stage. But | didn't even care. Axl lashes out when he's afraid. He knew he needed me, but | was 
past needing him. | just couldn't keep living this way. It was killing me. 


| wanted more than millions of fans. | wanted to be able to go out in public unnoticed again. | wanted a quaint 
life. God knows | loved music, but | didn't love the fame that came with GNR. | just wasn't built for all that 


fucking fame. | wanted more. | needed more. | needed Angie. 


But how could | ever get her back. How could | convince her | was done with dope, done with GNR? | had to try. 
| wanted her. | wanted Cam. | wanted a family. That was the only thing that ever could complete me. | was 


certain of that. Angie made me realize that in the short time we spent together. 


Could she ever forgive me? Could she love me still? And there was still just one thing | had to do before | 
could get her back. | had to stop selling dope. At this point | didn't care what the price | would pay would be. | 
didn't particularly need my hands at the moment. | just hope they didn't skull tap me. 

These people didn't play. | knew there was no way | was getting unscathed. 


After Angie left she sent ‚e a post card to say she and Cam had settled into a nice studio in lower Manhattan 
She thanked me for all | had done to open her eyes and show her that there was something better out there. 
She said she loved me for everything, the tender love making, holding her a we slept, and how wonderful | was 
with Cam. | wonder if she knows I've quit the band? 


| look at myself in the mirror as | shaved. | looked awful, like death warmed over. | couldn't face her like this. | 
had to show her | was much better, cured if you will. | needed to hit a gym and bulk up a bit. | needed to 
catch some rays to get my color back. | just wanted to look my best and be my best for her. She held my 


heart in her grasp. 


| decided to travel, see sights always wanted to see with GNR but never got the chance. I'd like to go down to 
Florida and surf. | wanted to hike mountains. | wanted to goof off on my skateboard on a half pipe. | wanted to 
get my bike on a dirt track. Nothing fixed a damaged soul but love and travel. 


Before | could find Angie, | had to fist find myself. Who was | now that | was no longer Izzy Stradlin? Could | 
live with sobriety? Would i frequently slip and run from my problems? It had certainly been a habit of mine. 


What could | say to Angie? Shock will render her speechless. | hope she's proud of me. That's all | want her 
pride, love and admiration. She had to still love him. What they had was real. She just had to take him back 


With her he stood to gain everything. Without her he had nothing. 


He just could't let her go. He couldn't forget her face, voice, eyes, or attitude. She was his somebody. He was 
certain about it. One way or another he would finally make her see that too, It wouldn't be easy but he knew 


he could break her. 


You're All | Need 


You're All | Need 
Izzy's POV 


It had been four months since | had departed my band mates. Axl hated and despised me now. A |4 year friend 
ship just gone overnight. | actually missed the pompass as and knew he missed me too. But our friendship 


wasn't as important as my life. It wasn't as important as Cam and Angie. 


l'm starting to feel human again. I've gotten loads of sunlight. I'm resembling a person | haven't seen in years. 
Drugs had had a hold on me for most of my life. For once my head was clear. My ambition was coming back. 


My drive to accomplish things was working again 


| was Jeff Isbell again, just a guy who could play guitar. Izzy Stradlin was dead to me. However | was so known 


as Izzy that | would forever be Izzy. | couldn't wait for the hype to die down. 


So | surfed, | skateboarded, | raced my bike on dirt tracks, | went to Mardi Gras for all the free boob shots. | 
visit the Grand Canyon. T went to Mount Rushmore. | toured our Nations Capital. | took some much needed 
time to find me again. What did | enjoy? What could entertain me? What would complete me? There was but 


one answer..Angie. 


| looked at the postcard with her address until | had it memorized. | had no clue what to say when | saw her 
face to face. | love you and can't live without you sounded corny. Telling her | quit the band and got sober 


sounded a bit unbelievable. Angie knew how heavy | was into the dope. | was terrified. 
"New York now boarding at gate 1" An intercom announced. 


Izzy took a deep breath and stood up, There was no turning back now. This was what he wanted. He had to try 
to get her back Even if he failed, he had to at least try. God he was more nervous than he was stepping onto 
a stage for the first time. 


He grabbed his carry on and boarded the plane. A flight attendant showed him back to First Class. Izzy sat 
silently with his head lowered or looking out the window. He wanted to avoid all the "Why you leave GNR" 


questions. His reasons for leaving were his own, no one else's. 


Izzy boarded the plane from New Orleans. It was gonna be a long flight. At least he had time to work out what 
he might say to Izzy. Angie was a reporter, surely she knew the news by now. But | bet she wasn;t expecting 
him ti drop in for an unexpected visit. 


He looked to a teddy bear next to him, a gift for Cameron. Cameron seemed to like him. They had had alot of 
goo times playing while Izzy taught him the basics of it. He wanted so much for him to be a part of his life. 


Izzy tried to control his nerves. The addict in him wanted a drink to calm his nerves. But he couldn't show up 


to Angie's with liquor on his breath. He wanted to do everything right. Angie was the love of his life. 


Think About You 


Author's Notes: 
its coming to an end guys 


Think About You 
Angie's POV 


When the buzzer on my intercom rang | had no clue who it was. The voice | knew right away. That soft sexy 
pillow talk. Shy and unsure of him self. 


"Ange.lt's Izzy..can | come up?" 


| hesitated a moment. | thought about all the reports about him quitting GNR and getting clean Was it true? 


Was it just Geffen covering his ass? There was but one way | could know. 


| hit the buzzer and let Izzy into the building. He must have got there quicker than anyone ever had. | 


nervously open my door and peered out into the hallway at Izzy. 


He looked so amazing, tan, sun bleached hair, physique, he was handsome. He looked better than | had ever seen 


him. But then | found him sexy no matter what. 
"Izzy," | smile at him, "You look amazing.’ 


He looks down with a shy smile and extends a single red rose out to me. "Mind if | come in for a bit?" he 


softly asks. 
"Yeah," | snap from my trance of his appeal, "Sure please come in" 


He walks in and looks around nervously. He picks up pictures of Cam with a warm smile on his face. "You know," 
he sighs, "you and Cam are the ones who helped me see the right path to take. | missed you both like crazy." 


‘Cam still asks about you," | confess. 
"Do you still think about me..about us?" he asks as he turns to timidly face me. 


"All the time," | nod. "Especially since my divorce in finalized in a month. | heard things in the press, but who 


ever knows how much truth there actually is to the real stories.” 


"You want the real story Ange?" Izzy asks me tenderly, glancing down at my carpet. 

"Yes," | nod. 

He sighs softly and glances at me, "When you guys left | was devastated. | just stayed high. | was out of it 
enough to let Sixx shoot me up with coke and heroin | overdosed and woke up in the hospital. Axl was bitching 
at me and | just said | quit. | just couldn't do it anymore. | knew | could never get clean in that scene..and | knew 
| would never stand a chance with you or Cam until | got that way." 

"So where have you been? You quit months ago and the pres keeps saying "Where's Izzy?" 

"I took a trip across the states, | surfed, rode my skateboard and my dirt bike. just found myself again" 
"What about your other job?" | skeptically ask. 

Izzy shrugs and shoves his hands in his pockets, "I just walked away..they're probably looking for me. | haven't 
been staying in one place long. | was thinking of moving to somewhere overseas..| wanted you and Cam to come 
with me." 


"Izzy that's a huge step." 


"And I've thought about it for months," he cuts me off, "I love you Ange. | want you and Cam in my life.No 


rock and roll, no dope, no dealing.just normal family life." 
"Are you sure you can commit to that?" | skeptically ask 


Izzy approaches me and rests his hands at my hips. He tilts his forehead down to touch with mine. "I've never 


been more sure of anything in my life baby.’ 


Then his lips meet mine with electrical force. God how | had missed his kisses. His hands are so much 


smoother without having been playing a guitar. 

"Please come away with me Ange. We can go anywhere in the world. Please baby." He pauses a moment and 
pulls a necklace out from under his shirt. He takes it off and slides a ring off it. He takes my left hand in his. 
"This was my grandmothers ring." He slid it down my finger. "Marry me Angie." 


Tears flood my eyes. | was so happy. Izzy gave up everything to be with me. He truly did love me. And god 


knows | loved him. | nod with a tear soaked face, "Yes." 


Izzy pulls me to him and kisses me with all the passion of a man who hasn't had the pleasure of a woman in a 


while. 


"So where do you wanna live baby..you name it and we are there.” 


"Hummm | always heard Greece was nice." | smile. 

"We can move every year if you want baby. | don't care where | am as long as I'm with you and Cam." 
"You really mean it don't you?" | ask. 

"| gave up everything | know to be with you Ange. I'm dead serious. | love you and next month l'm marrying 
you. | promise to love you until | take my dying breath. | promise we will have a wonderful life together. | 
promise I'll be the best step dad in the world. | love you." 


"| love you too Izzy." 


‘lm not Izzy anymore..This is Jeff standing before you. Jeff Isbell and Angie Isbell. | promise | will never let you 


down ever again Ange." 

"So when are we leaving?" | gleefully ask. 

"We can go today if you want" 

| stand there smiling. | had never been so happy. 


the end 


